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HERE i is no 1 on 
Arto 55 any thing in re- 
lation to theſe Plays, 
which ſome time ſince 
have been every way made Pub- 
lick: And conſe uently, are al- 
ready plac'd in that degree of 
Reputation, 5 it be) 
which their Auditors and Read- 
ers, have thought fit to allow 

them. 
This Edition of them, there- 
fore, is only recommended as 
N n the | 


has yet been Printed; in which, 


„ 


PREFACE. 
the leaſt faulty Impreſſion, which 


Care has been taken both toRe- 
vile the Preſs, and to Review and 
Correct many Paſlages in the 
Writing. St = 
Notwithſtanding which Care, 
it muſt be confeſs'd, too many 
Errata in both kinds, ſtill re- 
main; thoſe of the Preſs, are to 
be reckoned amongſt Things, 
which no Diligence can prevent, 
Mr. Bayle, in his Preface to the 
firſt Edition of his Dictionary, 
* of the Vexation of inef- 
ectual Superviſing the Preſs, in 
Terms ſo feeling, that they move 
Compaſſion in Ps Reader ; and 
concludes the Paragraph touch- 
ing it, in theſe Words “ Je Pow- 
blie autant que fe puis, animu 
memmiſſe horret, The 


> fa = A At A i. 


PREFACE. 
The Tragedy of the Mow: 
ing Bride, in this Edition, is 
refotmed in its Nambers, and 
by ſeveral little Variations and 
Tranſpoſitions in the Expreſſion, 
intirely caſt into Blank Verſe; 
re, I in reſpect of which Meaſure, it 
my was before, in many Places, de- 
fective. Some few Verſes are 
alſo, in one or two Places, in- 
ſerted or ſubſtituted in the Room 
nt. of others, it is hoped for the 
better. irh WES 6 | 81 
It will hardly be deny'd, that 
it is both a Reſpe& due to the 
in Publick, and a Right which e- 
ove very Man owes ro himſelf, to 
andi endeavour that what he has writ- 
ch· ten, may not appear with any 
ou. Faults, which he is capable of a- 
mu voiding. This Conſideration a- 
0h B's lone, 
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| PREFACE. 
lone, were ſufficient to have oc- 
caſion'd this Edition; but it has 
been haſten'd by another Mo- 
tive, which is, that theſe five 
Plays have lately undergone a 
ſpurious Impreſſion, and have 
been very faultily, as well as very 
indirectly Publiſned; in Prejudice 
both to the Author, and the 
Bookſeller who has the Property 
of the Copy. 44 
In the Second Volume there 
is an Opera, which has.never 
yet appear d; of which, there is 
little to be ſaid in this Place, 
but that the Muſick to it is 
excellently well composd by 
Mr. John Eccles. 

The Miſcellaneous Verſes, 
which conclude this Work, are 
of ſeveral kinds, and written oc- 

= cafionally 


PREFACE. | 
caſionally at diſtant Times; the 
early Date of ſome, no doubt, will 
plainly appear, and it is hoped 
will alſo plead their Excuſe. Part 
of 'em has heretofore been Printed 
ſingly, or diſpers'd in Miſcella- 
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COMEDY. 


LE 


Quem tulit ad Scenam ventoſo gloria Currn, 
Exanimat lentus Spectator; ſedulus inflat. 

Sic leve, fic parvum eſt, antmum quod laudis avarum 
Subruit, ant reficit 


Horat. Epiſt. I. Lib. II. 
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Printed in the YEAR 1719. 
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For ſince at the ſame time; EF Vrite to all 
the World, it w will be a means of b 
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DEDICATEO N:- 


owe and pay to you; I have ſo much In- 
clination to be yours, that I need no other 
Engagement: But the particular Ties, by 
which I am bound to your Lordſhip and 
Family, have put it out of my Power to 
make you any Compliment ; fince all 
Offers of my ſelf, will amount to na 
more than an honeſt Acknowledgment, 
and only ſhew a Willingneſs in me to be 
grateful. 
I am very near wiſhing, That it were 
1 not. ſo much my Intereſt to be your Lord- 
* ſhip's Servant, that it might be more my 
Merit; not that I would avoid being 
4 obliged to you, but I would have my 
5 own Choice to run me into the Debt; 
iv that I might have it to boaſt, I had di- 
4 ſtinguiſh'd a Man, to whom I would be 
L glad to be obliged, even without the 
x es of having it in my a dd 
* Hake A a Return. 
1 It is impoſſible for me to come near 
il your Lordſhip, in any kind, and not to 
1 0 receive ſome Favour; z and "while in ap- 
ar c 1 am only making an Acknow- 
1 5 E 


DEDICATION. 
jedgment (with the uſual -under-hand 
dealing of the World) Tam at the fame 
ime, inſinuating my own Intereſt. I 
annot give your Lordſhip your due, 
zithout tacking a Bill of my own Privi- 
leges. *Tis true, if a Man never com- 


no Wnitted a Folly, he would never ſtand in 


vould have nothing to do, and good Na- 
ure no Occaſion to ſhew it ſelf; and 


vere where thoſe Qualities are, tis pity they 
ord · ¶ſhould want Objects to ſhine upon 1 


muſt confeß this is no reaſon, why a Man 
ſhould do an idle thing, nor indeed any 
good Excuſe for it, when done; yet it 
reconciles the Uſes of ſuch Authority and 
Goodneſs, to the:Neceflities of our Fol- 
lies; and is a ſort uf Boctical Logick, 
which, at this / Timt L Would makd uſe 
of, to argue your Lordſhip into a Pro- 
iection of this Play. It is the firſt Of- 
near {fence I have committed in this kind, or 
t to indeed, in any kind of Poetry, tho” not 
ap- che firſt made Publick; and, therefore; 
0. I hope will the more eaſily be pardoned: 
nent But 


* 


DEDICATION i 
But had it been Acted, when it was firſt i 
written, more might have been ſaid ini 
its behalf; Ignorance of the Town and 


Stage, would then have been Excuſes in 


a young Writer, which now, almoſt four 
Years Experience, will ſcarce allow of. 


Let I muſt declare my {elf ſenſible of the 
good Nature of the Town, in receiving 


this Play ſo kindly, with all its Faults, 
which I muſt own were, for the moſt 
part, very induſtriouſly cover'd by the 
Care of the Players; for, I think, ſcarce 
a Character but receiv'd all the Advan- 


tage lit would admit of, * = yay 


nels of the Action 
As for the Criticks, my Lord, 1 As 
nothing too fay; to, or againſt," any of 
them of ahy kind; from thoſe who: make 
juſt Exceptions, to thoſe who find fault 
in the wrong place. I will only make 
this general Anſwer in behalf of my Play 
(n Anſwer, which Epictetus adviſes every 
Man to make for himſelf, to his Cenſu- 
rers) viz. That if they-who find ſome Faults 
in ti were as intimate with it as Ian, 
the 


X „ 


5 DEDICATION. 


hey would find a great many more. This 
s a Confeſſion, which I needed not to 
ave made; but however, I can draw this 
iſe from it, to my own Advantage, that 
think there are no Faults in it but what 
do know; which, as I take it, is the 
rſt ſtep to an Amendment. 

Thus I may live in hopes (ſome time 
or other) of making the Town amends; 
but you, my E I never can, tho' I 
am ever | 


Your LORDSHIP's _ 


ke moſt Obedient, and 


ake 8 moſt Humble Servant, 


WILL. CoxeR Ev. 
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Mr. CONGREVE. 


V HEN Virtne in purſuit of Fame appears, 

__ forward . the Growth beyond the 
ears, . | | 

We Poet court the riſing Hero's Cauſe; 

And on his fide, the Poet wiſery draus; 

Beſpeaking him hereafter, by Applauſe. 

The Days will come, when we ſhall all receive 

Returning Intereſt, from what now we give: 

Inſtructed, and Nabe by that Praie 

And Reputation, which we ſtrive to raiſe. . 

Nature ſo coy, ſo hardly to be wo d, 

Flies, like a Mifreſ ut to be 8 . 

0 Congreve ! boldly follow on the Chaſe ; 

She looks behind, and wants thy ſtrong Embrace: 

She yields, ſbe yields, ſurrenders all her Charms, 

Do you but force her gently to your Arms: 

Such Nerves, ſuch Graces, in your Lines appear, 

As yon were made te be her Raviſper. 

Dryden has long extended his Command, 

By Right Divine, quite through the Muſes Land, 

Abſolute Lord ; and holding now from none, 

But great Apollo, his undoubted Crown : 

— Empire ſettled, and grown old in Pour) 
an wiſh for nothing, but a Succeſſor : 

Not to enlarge his Limits, but maintain 

Thoſe Provinces, which he alone could gain. © 
f 


To Mr. CONGREVE. 


1s elde Wicherly in wiſe Retreat, | 
| * it not worth his Quiet to be Great. 
ooſe, Wandring Etherege, in wild Pleaſure: toſt, 

ud foreign Int reſte, to his Hopes long loſt: | 
Door Lee and Otway dead! C appear, 


The Darling, aud laſt Comfort of bis Warte 
ay'ſt . long in thy You Maſter's Smiles, . 
nd growing under him, adorn theſe R 


Nes. 
But when — when part of bim (be hat but late) 
is Body yielding maſt ſubmit to Fate, 
eaving his deathleſs Works, and Thee behind, 
The natural Succeſſor of his Mind) 
Ihen may*ſt thou finiſh what he has begun: 
eir to bis Merit, be in Fame bis Som. | 
What thon haſt dowe, ſhews all is in thy Pour ; 
Ind to write berter, only muſt write more. 
Tis ſomething to be willing to commend; 
But my beſt Praiſe, is, that I am your Friend, 


Tao. SOUTRERNE- 


ne +a $44.0 ca I. a 6. SED K Se. Now 
TP NO NS IIA EASE vv 


w" To Mr. CoxGREvVE. 


T HE Danger's great in theſe cenſorious Days, 
bx When Criticks are ſo rife, to venture Pratſe : 
and, Ihen the infectious and ill natur d Brood 
Behold, and damn the Work, becauſe tis good; 
And with a proud, ungenerous Spirit, try 
r) 7 paſs ſim on Poetr 
paſs an Uſtraciſim 0 *. 
But you, my Friend, your Worth does Jefel bear 
Above their Spleen; you have noCauſe for Fear ; 
4 


— „ 4 


TO Mf. CO NGR EYE. 
Like a well mettled Hawk, you took your Flight 
Coe ont of Reach, and almoſt out of Sight. 

s the ſtrong Sun, in a = Summer's Day, 


You riſe, and drive the Miſts and Clouds away, 
The Owls and Bats, and all the Birds of Prey. 
Each Line of yours, like poliſp'd Steel's ſo hard, 
J _— ſafe it wants uo other Guard. 
K arure her felf's beholden to your Dreſs, 
Which tho ſtill like, much fairer you expreſs.. 
Some vainuly ſtriving Honour to obtain, 

Leque to their Heirs the Traffick of their Brain, 
Like China ander Ground, the ripening Ware, 

I a long time, perhaps grows worth our Care: 
Bat you now reap the Fame, ſo well you've ſown; 
The Plamer taſtes his Fruit to Ripeneſs grun. 
As a fair Orange-iree at once is ſee·n, 
Big with what's ripe, yet ſpringing ſtill wit green; 
So af one time, my worthy Friend appears, . Mi 
With all the ſap of Youth, and weight of Years. 
Aecepr my prons Love, as forward Teal, 
Haas 0 — me I can't — 2 
Expos'd to Cenſure for my wea 2 
I'm pleat d bo ſuffer in ef 4 Cal w 
And tho my Offering may unworthy prove, 
Tale, as @ Friend, 7 Des of my Love. 


IJ. MARs n. 


To 
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| o Mr. CONGREYVE, on his 
2 5 Play called The Old Batchelor. © 
Gs IT 7. like true Gold, refin'd from all Allay, 

Immortal is, and never can decay: ? 
& Tis in all Times and Languages the ſame; 


or can an ill Tranſlation quench the Name: 
or, tho" the Form and ien don't remain, 
Th intrinfick Value ſtill it will retain. © 
Then let each ſtudied Scene be writ with Art; 
Ind Judgment ſweat to form the labour d Part: 
ach Character be juſt, and Nature ſeem; . 
ithout th „ eee Wit, tis all but Phlegm: 
For thats the Soul, which all the Maſs muſt move, 
And wake our Paſſions into Grief, or Love. 
But you, too Bonnteous, ſow your Wit ſo thick, 
We are ſurpriz'd, and know not where to picks 
And while with Clapping, we are juſt to you, 
Our ſelves we injure, and loſe ſomething new. 
What mayn't we then, great Youth, of thee preſage, 
Whoſe Art and Wit ſo much tranſcend thy Age? 
— wilt thou ue att 9 * ht? 

o, at thy Kifing, g1iv/t ſo vaſt a Li 
When Dridea dying Gall the 2 ceive, 

om we Immortal, as his Works, believe; 
Thou ſhalt ſucceed, the Glory of the Stage, 
Adern and entertain the coming Age. 
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The OLD BATCHELOR, 
Written bythe Lord FALKLAND, 


0 C 7 Authors an mY Srage at fr appear 
Like Widows Bridegrooms, fill f Dt 
dad Fear: 
They judge, from the Experience of the Dame, 
How hard @ Tack it is to quench her Flame : 
And who falls port of furniſhing @ Courſe, 
Up to his brawny Pregeceffats Foree;, 
With utmoſt Rage from her Embraces thrown, 
Remains convidted, as an empty Drone. 
Thas often, to his Shame, a pert Beginner, 
Proves in the end, a miſerable Siuner. 
As for aun Voungfter, I am apt to donbt hin: 
With all the Vigonr of his Yomth about bim: 
But Be, ware Sangutue, truſts i 2 Oe, aud ru | 
And impudently bopes he ſhall content pan: 
For tho) bis Batchelor be warn aud cold, 
He thinks the Toung may club is hep the Ola: 
And what alone can be atchiev'd by neither, 
Is often brought about by both together. 
The brickeſt of you all have felt Alarms, 
Finding the Fair one proſtitute her Charms 


With broken Sighs, in her old Fumbler's —_ 
W 


2 
24 


PROLOGUE. . 


But for our Spark, he ſwears he'll ner be false 
f any Rivals, but young luſty Fellows. 

aith let him try his Chance, and if the _—_ 
ſfter his Bragging,” prove a waſby Knave, 

lay he be baniſh'd to ſome lonely Den, 

[nd never more have leave to dip his Pew; 3 

But if he be the Champion he pretends,” 
„% Sexes ſure will join to be his Freinds; 
Pear or all agree, where all can have their ends. 
Do d you muſt own him for a Man of Might, 

If he bolds ont te pleaſe you the third Nighs. 


TE. 


ame, 


3, 
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P ROL O GUF 
Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


H tbis vile World is chang'd! In f 
Days, Ws. 
Prologues, were ſerious Speeches, before Plays; 
. Grave ſolemn Things, as Graces are to Feaſts; 
Where Poets begg'd a Bleſſing from their Gueſt: 
But now, no more like Suppliants we come; 
A Play makes War, and Prologue is the Drun 
Arm'd with keen Satire, and with pointed Mit, 
We threaten you who do for Judges fit, 
To ſave our Plays, or elſe we'll damn your Pit, 
Bat for your Comfort, it falls out to-day, 
Wee a young Author, and his firſt born Play; 


Wh So, ſtanding only on his good Behavioar, 

ih He's very civil, and entreats your Favour, 

+ 7! Not but the Man has Malice, wou d he fhow it, 
1 But on my Conſcience he's a baſhful Poet; 

bi il Tou think that ftrange — no matter, hell out- 
j 4 grow it. 

F itt; Well, Pm his Advocate — by me he prays you, 
WH! (1 don't know whether I ſhall ſpeak to pleaſe y0 
. 0 . 


"PROLOGUE. ! 

He pray 0 bleſs me! what ſhall I do now! 
ang me if I know what he prays, or how ! 

[nd tas the prettieſt Prologue as he wrote it! 
ell, the dence take me, if I bass forgot it 
Lord, for Heavens ſake excuſe the Play, 5 


Becauſe, you know, if it be damn to-day, _ 
ſhall be hang d for wanting what toſay. 
or my ſake then ut Tt in ſarb Confuſion, + 
cannot ſtay to hear your Reſolution.” 


- 
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Dramatis Perſonz. 


MEN. 


Feartwell, a ſurly old Batche- 
lor, pretending to flight 
Women, ſecretly in Love 

with Sylvia, ; 
Bellmour, in Love with Belinda, Mr. Powel. 
Vainlove, capricious in his 


Mr. Berrerton. 


Love; in Love with Ara- 
minta, | 
Sharper, 
Sir Foſeph Witroll, 
Captain Bluffe, 
Foudlewife, a Banker, 
Setter, a Pimp, 


d. Williams. 


Mr. Yerbraggen. 
Mi Bowen. 
Mr. Haines. 
Mr. Hogger. 
Mr. Unaerhill. 


Servant to Foxdlewtfe. 
WOMEN. 
Araminta, in Love with 7 — . * 47 


love 
Belinda, her Couſin, an af- | 
fected Lady, in Love with > Mrs. Mountfort. 
Bellmour, © 188 | 
Letitia, Wife to Fondlewife, Mrs. Barry. 
Sylvia, Vaintove's forſaken p Mrs e 


Miſtr eſs, SF — 
Lucy, her Maid, Mrs. Leigb. 
Betty. | 
Boy and Footmen. 


* * 


SCENE, LONDON. 
— 


THE: he fig ico 


OLD BATCHELOR. 


ill. — 
ACT I SCENE I. 
8 CE NE, The Street. 
girale. 
a Bellmour and Vainlove meeting. 
tfort. 
2 + 4 p 
nan. ＋ A 
. in a Morning, than he could have ſlept 


in't. 
0 AINLOy E. 

Bellmour, good Morrow — Why truth on't is, theſe 
ly Sallies are not uſual to me; bur Buſineſs, as you 
, Sir —_— Letters.) And Buſineſs muſt be fol- 
» Or loſt, We 


Ba e | 34 


—— "_ * —— PEP oor A eo — — W —— — 


> 5 -z oy Py 


— — Come, come, leave Puſine: to Idlers, an 


4 The Orp Barenkrox. 


B ETLLMO UR. 
Buſineſs! —— And ſo muſt Time, my Friend, be cloſ 
purſued, or loſt. Buſineſs is the Rub of Life, 2 
aur Aim, caſts off the Bias, and leaves us wide and ſt 
af the intended Mark. 
V AINLOVE. 
Pleaſure, I gueſs you mean. 
| BELLMOUR 
Ay, what elſe has Meaning: | 
V AINLOPFVE, ol 
Oh the Wiſe will tell you 
BELLMOUR. 
More than they believe or underſtand, er 
V AINLOVE. 
How, how, Ned, a wiſe Man ſay more than he u 
derſtands? 


_ 
DV 


BELLMOUR. 


— — — * 


Wiſdom to Fools; they have need of em: Wit, be m 
Faculty; and Pleaſure, my Occupation; and let * 
Time ſhake his Glaſs. Let low and earthly Souls x 
vel *till they have work'd themſelves fix F 1 deep in 
2 Grave — Buſineſs is not my Element I rowl i 
a higher Orb, and dwell 
VAINLOVE. x 
In Caſtles i'th' Air of thy own bui : That's vl ** 
Element, Ned -—- Well, as high a yer You ar 
have a Lure may make you ſtoop. [ Elings, 4 Lt * 
BELLMOUR 


I wry Sir, I have a Hawk's wn ts 8 
hand There's more Elegancy in the Speling 


this Superſcription Ta up 2 than in al. 
e me b How now! Dar. e V 


loves 
V AINLOPE. 
Hold, hold, slile that's the wrong. 'B 211 


The OLD Batcnnton 5 


BELLMOUR. 
Nay let's ſee the Name (Sylvia!) How can't thou be 
agrateful to that Creature? She s extreamly _ and” 
yes thee intirely — I haye heard her brearh ſuch Rap- 
es about the. 

ATN TOY E. 
Ay, or any Body that ſhe's 100⁰—XöÄX—„Ä—ç—ð 

B ELLMO UX. | 

No faith Frank you wrong her; ſtie has been juſt to 


ou, 


Y AINLOVE. 
That's pleaſant, by my troth from thee, whe haſt had 


ner. 


BELLMOUR. 

Never Her Aﬀections: *Tis true by Heav'n, ſhe 
dwn'd it to my Fare; and bluſhing like the Virgin Morn 
hen it diſtlos'd the Cheat, which that traſty Bad of 
lature, Night had hid, confefs'd her Soul was true to 
ou; tho' I by Treachery had ſtoll'n the Bliſ 


AINLO FE. 

So was true as Turtle — in 1 — Ned, ha? 
2 reach this Doctrine to Husbands, the married Wo- 
een will adore thice; - 

BELLMOUR. 


Why faith I think it will ds well efovgh If the 
usband be out of the way, for the Wife to ſhew her 
ondneſs and Impatience of his Abſence, by chulſing” a 
over as like him as ſhe can, and what i is ünlike, ſhe may 
help our with het own Fancy. 

VAINDOVE. | 
But is it not an Abuſe to the Lover to be male's 


Blind of? 
BELLMOUR. 
As you fay the Abuſe is to the Lover, nor the Hab. 
dand: For 'tis an — 2 
aim, that ſh2 will enjoy him in Effigie. 
 _"VWAINLOVE. ; 

It muſt be a 9 County, where gef 

3 a 
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Zeal paſſes for true Devotion. I doubt it will be damn 
by alt our Proteſtant Husbands for flat Idolatry — But 
if you can make Alderman Fondlewife of your Perſwa 
on, this Letter will be needleſs. 
BELLMOUR. 
What, the old Banker with the handſom Wife? 
VAINLOPVE. 
Ay. 


h 
IF 
To 
| 


ev 


BELLMOUR. \ 

Let me ſee, Letitia! Oh tis a delicious Morſe]. De: 

Frank thou art the trueſt Friend in the World. 
VAINLOYVE. 

Ay, am I not? To be continually ſtarting of Hare 
for you to courſe, We were certainly cut out fer 
one another; for my Temper quits an Amour, ju 
where thine takes it up-——But read that, it is an Ap- 

intment for me, this Evening; when Fondlewife wil 

gone out of Town, to meet the Maſter of a Ship, 2. 
bout the Return of a Venture which he's in danger ol 
loſing. Read, read. Is 

FLY BELLMOUR reads. 

Hum, Hum 04 of Town this Evening, and talk 
of ſending for Mr. Spintext to keep me Company; but Il 
take care, he ſhall not be at home. Good! Spintext! Ob 
the Fanatick one-cy'd Parſon ! 


V AINLOPVE. 
Ay. | 
| BELLMOUR reads, 
Hum, Hum That your Converſation will be much 


more agreeable, if you can counterfeit his Habit to blind th 
Servants. Very good! Then I muſt, be diſguiſed —— 
With all my Heart — It adds a Guſto to an Amour; 
gives it the greater reſemblance of Theft; and among 
us lewd Mortals, the d the Sin the ſweeter, Frank 
I'm amaz'd at thy good Nature 
VV AINLOVE. | 

Faith I hate Love when tis forc'd upon a Man, as | 
do Wine — And this Buſineſs is none of my W 


% 
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mu only hapned to be once or twice, where Latitia was 
Bu he handſomeſt Woman in Company, ſo conſequently 
ppply'd my ſelf to her And it ſeems ſhe has taken me 
xt my Word — Had you been there, or any Body, 
thad been the ſame. — MY * 
BELLMOUR, -- 
I wiſh I may ſucceed as the ſame. | 

FJ STNLOFE 
Never doubt it; for if the Spirit of Cuckoldom be 
once raiſed up in a Woman, the Devil can't lay it, till 


e has don't. | 
BELLMOUR. - - 
Hare Prithee, what ſort of Fellow is Fondlewife ? 
* I ANLODFE- + + 
A kind of Mongrel Zealot, ſometimes uy preciſe and 
peeviſh; but l have ſeen him pleaſant enough in his way: 
wil auch addicted to Jealoufic, but more to Fondneſs: So 
p, „hat as he is often Jealous without a Caule, he's as often 
er olWatisficd without Reaſon, | | 
 BELLMOUR.' 
A very even Temper, and fit for my purpoſe, I mult 
talWeet your Man Setter to provide my Diſguiſe. 4 
VAINLOVE, | f\ 
' CU Ay, you may take him for good and all if you will, 
or you have made him fit for no body elſe Well 
BELLMOUR, ei . 
You're going to viſit in return of Sylvia's Letter 
Poor Rogue. Any Hour of the Day or Night will ſerve 
muciſier — But do you know nothing of a new Rival there? 
| | . 5, 85, 4 INE OTB. ;:45 ; 2 
Yes, Heartwell, that ſurly, old, pretended Woman-ha- 
jour er, thinks her Virtuous; that's one Reaſon why J fail 
nong er: I would have her fret her ſelf our of Conceit with 
nine, that ſhe may entertain ſome Thoughts of him, I 
Know he viſits her ey'ry Day, ep. 
| BEL LMOUR. 
vet rails on till, and thinks his Love unknown to us; 
little time will ſwell him Io, he muſt be forc'd to give 
4 4 | it 
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it birth; and the Diſcovery muſt needs be very pleaſant 

from himſelf; to ſee what Pains he will A and how 

be will ftrain to be deliver'd of a Secret, when he has 

VAINLOVE, | 

Well, Morrow, let's dine together; 1'll meet at 
the old Place. | 


BELL MOUR. | 

With all my Heart; it lies convenient for us to pay 
our Afternoon Services to our Miſtreſſes. I find I am 
damnably in Love, I'm ſo uneaſie for not having ſeen 
Belinda yeſterday, 
Fee 

But I ſaw my Araminta, yet am as impatient, 


© 2 SI BC. 7a ei AZ $5 AD LV TAL 
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SCENE II. 
BBL LMO UR aloe, 

BELLMOUR. 
HY what a Cormorant in Love am I! who, not 
contented with the Slavery of honourable Love 
in one Place, and the Pleaſure of enjoying ſome half a 
fcore Miſtreſſes of my own acquiring; muſt yet take Vain» 
love's Buſineſs upon my Hands, becauſe it lay too heavy 
upon his; So am not only forc'd to lie with other Mens 
Wives for em, but muſt alſo undertake the harder Task © 
of obliging their Miſtreſſes — 1 muſt take up, or I ſhall 

never hold out; Fleſh and Blood cannot bear it always. 


4 ee 98 TAS A _ m = > AGtq BF, 
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a 
| | he 
SCENE III, 
[To him) SHARPER, 
SHARPER, 


1 * ſorry to fee this, Ned: Once a Man comes to his 
Soliloquies I give him for gone, BELL 
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B E 2 LMO UX. 
ee | | 
What, is Belinda cruel, that you are ſo thoughtfu!? 
BE LTE MO UX. 
No faith, not for that But there's a Buſineſs of 
onſequence falPn out to Day, that requires ſome Con- 
deration. 


SHARPER. 
Prithee what mighty Buſineſs of Conſequence can't 


hou: have? e 

S ELLMO UR. | 
Why you muſt know, tis a piece of Work toward the 
niſhing. of an Alderman; it ſeems I muſt put the laſt 
and to it, and dub him Cuckold, that he may be of e- 
ual Dignity with the reſt of his Brethren: So I muſt beg 


elindas Pardon, — "X& 
SHARPER. 


Faith e'en give her over for good-and-all; you can 
ave no hopes of getting her for a Miſtreſs; and ſhe'is too 
roud, too inconſtant, too affected, and too witty, and too 
andſom for a Wife. | | 
BELLMOUR | 

But ſhe can't have too much Money There's twelve 
houſand Pound, Jm. Tis true ſhe is exceſſively fop- 
iſh-and affected, but in my Conſcience I believe the Bag- 
age loves me: For ſhe never ſpeaks well of me her ſelf, 
jor ſuffers any Body elſe to raihat me. Then, as I told 
ou, there's twelve Thouſand Pound Hum Why 
aith upon ſecond Thoughts, ſhe does not appear to be 
o very affected neither—— Give her her duc, think che 
oman's a Woman, and that's all. As uch 'n ſure I 


all like her; for the Devil take me if I don't love all 
he Sex. | 


SHARPER. . 
_ here comes one who ſwears as heartily he hates all 
0 - 8 2 


Bs SCENE 


| 


h 


that comes, like a Tumbler, with the ſame Tricks over 
and over. For ſuch I gueſs may have been your late Em- 
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SCENE IV. 
[To them] HEARTWELL. 
BELLMOUR. 


HO, Heartwell! Ay, but he knows better things 
How now George, where haſt thou been ſnarling WW | 


odious Truths, and entertaining Company, like a Phyh- 


cian, with Diſcourſe of their Diſeaſes and Infirmities? n 
What fine Lady haſt thou been putting out of Conceit Nye 
with her ſelf, and perſwading that the Face fhe had been 
making all the Morning, was none of her own? for! 
know thou art as unmannerly and as unwelcome to a Wh! 
Woman, as a Looking-Glaſs after the Small-Pox. * 
HEARTWELL. 
I confeſs I have not been ſneering fulſom Lyes and 
nauſeous Flattery, fawning upon a little tawdry Whore, 
that will fawn upon me again, and entertain any Puppy 


ploy ment. 
BELLMOUR. 
Would thou hadſt come a little ſooner, Vainlave would 
have wrought thy Converſion, and been a Champion for 


the Cauſe. 
HEARTV ELI. 
What, has he been here? that's one of Love's April- 
Fools, is always upon ſome Errand that's to no purpoſe, 
ever embarking in Adventures, yet never comes to Har- 


bour. IT 
8 SHARPER. 
That's becauſe he always ſets out in foul Weather, loves 
to buffet with the Winds, meet the Tide, and fail in the 
Teeth of Oppoſition. 
HEART ELLL. 
What, has he not dropt Anchor at Araminta? 


BELL. 


\ 
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BELLMOUR, 

Truth on't is ſhe fits his Temper beſt, is a kind of a float- 
g Iſland; ſometimes ſeems in reach, then yaniſhes, and 
eeps him buſied in the ſearch. 

SHARPER. 
She had need have a good ſhare of Senſe to mange ſo 
ricious a Lover. 
BELLMOUR. 

Faith I don't know, he's of a Temper the moſt eaſie 
> himſelf in the World; he takes as much always of an 
mour as he cares for, and quits it when it grows, ſtale 


d unpleaſant. 
deen SHARPER. 
or 1 An Argument of very little Paſſion, very good Under- 
to a {Wanding, and very ill Nature. | 
- HEARTWELL. | 
And proves that Vainlove plays the Fool with Diſcretion. 
and SHA 2 7 E R. 


You Bellmouy are bound in Gratitude to ſtickle for him; 
ou with Pleaſure reap that Fruit, which he takes Pains 
d ſow: he does the Drugery i in the Mine, and W 
dur Image on the Gold. 
B ELLMO UR. 

He's of another Opinion, and ſays I do the TS: 
the Mine. Well, we have each our ſhare of Sport, and 
ch that which he likes beſt; 'tis his A to Set, 
is mine to cover the Partridge. - Q 


HEARTWELL. | 
pril And it ſhould be mine to let em go again. 
ole, SHARPER. | 


Not till you bad Mouth'd a little, George, I think that's 
thou art fit for now. 

HEARTWELTL. 
Good Mr. Young-Fellow, you're miſtaken; as able as 
dur ſelf, and as nimble too, tho' I mayn't have ſo much 
lercury in my Limbs; tis true indeed, I don't force Ap- 
tite, but wait the natural Call of my Luſt, and think 


time enough to be lewd, after I have * the Temp- 
tion. BELL 


.. A AA 


Peace for ever after. 


love, kiſs a Lap-Dog with Paſhon, when it would dif 


ts Te Orp Birensr on: 


in FELL MOUR.. 
Time enough? ay, too ſoon, l hould rather haveexpedte!, 
from a Perſun of your Gravity. © vel 
HEARTWELE. nne 


Vet it is oftentimes too late with ſome of you young, 
tetmagant ffaſhy Sinners you have all the Guilt og t 
Intention, and none of the Pleaſure of the Practies 
tis true you are ſo eager in Purſuit of the Temptatio 
chat you ſave the Devil the trouble of leading you im 
it: Nor is it out of Diſcretion, that you Out Fwralloy 
chat very Hook your ſelves have baited, but you are cioyl 
with the Preparative, and what you mead for 4 W 
turns the Edge of your puny Stomachs. Your Love i; 
lke your Courage, which you'ſhew for the firſt Tear 
two upon all Occafions; till im a- little time; being dif 
abled or diſarmed, you abate of your Vigour; and tha 
daring Blade which was ſo often drawn; is bouad to the 

Thou art n dei 
u art an old Fornicator of 2 / rincip 


indeed! and art for encouraging Youth; 
as wicked as thou art at thy Vears: 
50  . HE ARTWEEB. | 
T-am for having every body be what they pretend « 
be; a Whoremaſter be a Whoremafter; and not like Vu 


guſt him from the Lady's'own Lips. | 
 "BELLMOUR 
That only happens ſomecimes, where the Dog has th 
ſweeter. Breath, tor the mort clean] conveyance. Buy 
George, you muſt not quarrel with litrle'Gallaniries of thi 
nature: Women are often won by, e Who wouldy 
fuſe to kiſs a Lap-Dog, if it were preliminary © the Li 
of his Lady? | P74 
2 2 SHARPER. 
Or, omit playing with her Fan, ant cf 3: han if 


were hot, when it might intitle Hi ehe Offer t 
yarming her when the ſhould be ev; | 


B B 
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BEL'LMO R. 


What is it to read a — 2 rainy Day? Though . 
—— be now and them interrupted in a witty 


ſhe perhapꝭ preſerve her — till the Jeſt pa 
even, that, mbh with, dene 


rard in proſpect. | 
HEARTWELL.. 

I confeſs you that ar Womens Aſſes bear 

1s: Are forced: — — = 

| a E. Rhymiag. hues ing 


B E L LMOUR. 
O Brute, the Dradgery of Loving! 
'HEARTHELL. - 
Ay, why to come to Love through alt theſs — 
rances; is like; to an Eftate over-charg'd with 
Debts. which by tho vou have pay d yields no fur- 
= Profit than what the buro tillage-and manuring of the 
| wilbproduce: at the. Expenice of your own. vans 
+: &B6M@UR . 
Prithee how doſtithon love _ 
AAA RN. 
He! he hates the Sex; - al 
H BARTWEBL, 
2 Phy fick too yor 1 may lovetotake i far 
my Healt 


— * E LM o UR. 
ee off, George, if at any W — 
ak ſtray! 
SHARPER 


He has need of ſuch an Excuſc, conſidering the preſent 
ate of his Body. 


3 . 
A H T NP 2 R. 


PE be pu (as you call it) then, I 
Y 2 f, — is e co: u c of Phy- 


BELL 
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How, George, does the Wind blow there? 
| HEARTWELL. | | 
It willas ſoon blow North and by South Marry, quotha! 
J hope in Heav'n I have a greater Portion of Grace, and 
I think I have baited too many of thoſe Traps, to be 
caught in one my ſelf. 
8BELLMOUR, | 
Who the Devil would have thee? unleſs 'twere an 
Oyfter-Woman, to propagate young Fry for Billing ſgate— 
thy Talent will never recommend At any thing of 


better Quality. 
HE ARTWELL. 


My Talent is chiefly that of ſpeaking Truth, which! 
don't expect ſhould ever recommend me to People of 
Quality — I thank Heay'n, I have very honeſtly pur. 
chas'd the Hatred of all the great Families in Town. 

| SHARPER. 

And you in return of Spleen hate them : But could you 

hope to be receiv'd into the Alliance of a noble Family— 
. . HEARTWELL. 

No, I hope I ſhall never merit that Affliction to 
be puniſh'd with a Wife of Birth be a Stag of the firſ 
Head, and bear my Horns aloft, like one of the Suppor:- 
ters of my Wife's Coat. *Sdeath I would not be a Cuck- 
old to Cer an Illuſtrious Whore in England. 

| B ELLMO UX. 
What, not to make your Family, Man! and provide fo 


your Children? ; 
SHARPER, 


For Her Children, you mean. 
HEARTWELL. © 
Ay there you have nick't i there's the Devil upon 
Devil O the Pride and joy of Heart *twou'd be to me, 
to have my Son and Heir reſemble ſuch a Duke — to 
have a fleering Coxcomb ſcoff and cry, Mr. your Son's 
mighty like his Grace, has juſt his Smile and Air of 
Face, Then replies another methinks he has * 


hole Body of Nobility. 


Ha, ha, ha. 
B ELLMO UX. 
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the Marqueſs of ſuch à Place, about his Noſe and Eyes; 
dugh he has my Lord what-d'ye-calls Mouth to a 
tle — Then, I, to put it off as unconcern d, come 
uck the Infant under the Chin, for 
y, the Boy takes after his Mother's Relations — when 
Devil and ſhe knows, tis a little Compound of the 


BELLMOUR. SHARPER. 


8 


a Smile and cry, 


Well, but George, I have one Queſtion to ask you — 
HEARTV ELI. 


Pſhaw, I have pratled away my Time—1 hope you 


aich in no haſte for an Anſwer——for I ſhar't ſtay now. 


ple of [Looking on his Watch. 
; pur- BELLMOUR, 
Nay prithee George —— 

HE ARTWELL, 


d vo No, beſides my Bufineſs, I fee a Fool coming this way: 


y- icu. 


71 «V1 - - „ — 1 y / 
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B ELLMO UX. 


, and goes another way. 
SHARPER. 
hat in the name of wonder is it? 
BELLMOUR, 
hy, a Fool, 
SHARPER: 
Tis a tawdry Outſide. 
BELLMOUR. 


Loi SCENE V. 


SHARPER, BELLMOUR, 


HAT does he mean? Oh, tis Sir Foſeph Wittoll 
with his Friend; but I ſee he has turn'd the Cor- 


nd a very beggarly Lining-—yet he may be —_ 
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our Acquaintanee a little of thy Chymiſtry 
wen extra Gold from that Dirt. 1 * | = | vi £520 
>. road ROSE: {aut x 
Say you ſo? faith I am; as. poor as, a Chymiſt, . and 
would. be as induſtrious. Kine, was he that ;follow' 
him? is not he 2 Dragon that watches thoſe: Golden Pig 
pins? | lad 


BEE 6ÞMOUR _ | 

Hang him, ne, he a Dragon! if he be, 'tis-a v 

peaceful one, I can enſure his Anger dormant; or ſhoull 

he ſeem to rouſe, tis but well Iaſhing him, and he wi 
ſleep like a Top. Te: 


ire acod 1. A Ri DB: --; 
Ay, is he of that Kidneß ? 
; BIELIMOUR. 
Yet is ador'd by that Biggot Sir Jeſeph Wittoll, as th 
Image of Valour : He calls him his Back, and indeed the) 
are never alunder=—yet- laſt Night, I know riot by 
what Miſchance, the Knight was alone, and had! fallen 
into the Hands of ſome Night-walkers, who 1 ſuppo 
would have pillaged him: But I chanc'd to come by, ant 
relſgued him: though I believe he was heartily frightnee 
for as ſoon as ever he was looſe, he ran away, without 
ſtaying to ſee who had help'd him. 
_JVHARPER. 
Is that Bully of his ia the Army? 
" BELLMOUR. 
No, but is a Pretender, aud wears the Habit of a So 
dier; which now«-2-diys as often cl6aks' Cowardice, a 
black Gowi dbes. Atheiſm —— You! muſt know he be 
been abroad went purely to run away from a, Can 
pain; enrich'd himfelf with the Plunder of a fe 
Oaths and here vents 'em againſt the General, wh 
ſlighting Men of Merit, and preferring only thoſe of In 
tereſt, has made him quit the Service. 
SHARPER. | 
Wherein no doubt he magnifies His own Per for mance. 


BEL] 


— — 
- 
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4 BELLMOUR. 

"20 puke non r 
I 5 - n an 
Ee Emprinefs — 

tear HARPER 

a Fi ad like that, of no uſe but to be beaten. 

WIE! BELLMOUR. 


Light; but, then, the Com pariſon bel for he will 

-a drubbing with as little Noiſe as à Pulpit Cuſhion. 
SHARPER. 

is Name, and I have done? 

5 & it current too, he has gi with 
hy that, to it current too, gel 2 
le; he is call d, Captain Blase. 
ell, I'll end — medleF deer 

Vell, Ill endeavour his Acquaintance —— 
| the ther Courſe, are bound | « AEM 


dt by 
kale Love's fair Ie; I. for the golden Coaft, 
wy each ſuccetd in he wiſhes moſt. 


2 End of the Firſt 48. 
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Send 
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| Sir Joſeph Wittoll, Sharper following. 

4 . | 
SHARPER. L 

UR E. that's he, and alone. 
i& NESS At Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. ] 

& Vm y this, this is the very dam 


URS: Place; the inhumane Canibals, the blood 


wi.inded Villains would have butcher'd n 
122 * laſt Night: No doubt, they would h 
flea'd me alive, have fold my Skin, and devour d, &. 
| SHARPER, 
1 


How's this! £ | 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL, 
And it hadn't been for a civil Gentleman as came | 
and frighted em away — bur agad I durſt not ſtay 


give him thanks. | 
SHARPER. 


This muſt be Bellmour he meang=——ha! I have 
Thought — 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

Looks, would the Captain would come; the very Rt 
membrance makes me quake; agad I ſhall never be rect 
ciled to this Place heartily. | 

SHARPER, 

*Tis but trying, and being where I am at worſt, No! 
luck !-------curs'd Fortune! this muſt be the Place, ti 
damn'd unlucky Place— 

Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. | 

Agad and ſo tis why here has been more My 
chief done I perceiye. FE 
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SHARPER. 
No,.'tis gone, tis loſt — ten thouſand Devils on that 
dance which drew me hither; ay here, juſt here, this 
ot to me is Hell; nothing to be found, but the Deſpair 
what I've loſt. | [Looking about as in Search, 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Poor Gentleman —— by the Lord Harry I'll ſtay no 
ger, for I have found — — 
SHARPER, 
Ha! who's that has found? What have you found? re- 
re it quickly, or by —— 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Not I, Sir, not I, as I've a Soul to be fav'd, I have 
nd nothing but what has been to my loſs, as I may 
and as you were ſaying, Sir. 
SHARPER. | 
O your Servant, Sir, you are — then it ſeems; tis 


ill Wind that blows no body Well, 5 may re- 
— over my ill Fortune, — it are the Price of your 
imnſome. * 


sie FOSEPH Frog t. 


os, with all my Heart, Blood and Guts, Sir x ther if * 
I but know me, you ou'd deer ſay I were {o il-oatur | 
SHARPER. 


A why, can you be ſo ungrateful, to forget 


Sir FOSEPH MNITTO EE. 
O Lord! forget him! No, no, Sir, I don't Ha ha ou 
becauſe I never ſaw your Face, before agad. Ha, ba, 
Nu S H 4 R - . K. 

How ! [ Argrit. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. . 
Stay, ſtay Sir, let me recollect —— he's a damn d an 
low ] believe I had better remember him, ti 
5 out of his Sight; but out o fight out o mind a- 


[ Aide. 
SHARPER. 


I rejoice! agad not I, Sir: I'm very ſorry for your 


I ſtall once more hope to ſwim inte your Favour. {b 


and will not ſtick to ſhew it in the greateſt Extremi 
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SHARPER. 
Methought the Service I did you laſt Night, Sir, 
prong you from thoſe Ruffizns, might * take 
tter Root in your ſhallow Memory. | 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLE. 
Gad's „Daggers Brltw- Blades and Scutufds, this is d 
very Gentleman! How fta I make him a Neturm ſuil 
ble to the Greatneſs of his Merit. i a pretty thi 
to that purpoſe, if he han't frighied it out of my N 
mory. Hem! hem! Sir, I mot ſubmiſſively impł 
your Pardon for my Tranſgreſſion of I:grazitude and 
miſſion; having my intire Dependanec, Sir. upon the$ 
n of your Gobdneſs. Which. like an Inundatit 
will, I hope. totally immerge the recoliection of my 
ror, and leave me floating in your Sight, upon the f 
blown Bladders of Repenrance——by the help of whic 


SHARPER. 


So- h, O Str I am eaſil d, the Acknowledge 
of a Gentleman — ITY 


Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Acknow ent! Sir 1 am all over Acknor 


by Night, or by Day, in Sickneſs, or in — Wir 
or Summer, all Seaſons. and Occaſions ſhall teſtifie ti 
Reality and Gratitude of your ſuper-abundant hum 
Servant Sir Foſeph Wittoll Knight. Hem! hem! 
SHARP ZR | 
Sir Joſe ph Wittoll ? 
Sir FOSEPH #ITTOLL, 
The fame Sir, of Witroll Hall in Comitatu Bucks. 
SHARPER. | 
"Yet it poſſible Then, I am happy, to have oblig d [ 
Mirrour of thood and Pink of Courteſie in 
Age, let me embrace you. 
Sir FOSEPH WITF OLL,. 
© Lord, Sir! 


SHA 
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SHARPER. | 
My loſs, I eſteem as a Trifle repay'd with Tnteref, 
ce it has purchas'd me the Friendſhip and Acquaintance 
the Perſon — ** World, whoſe Charaeer I admire. 
FOSEPH WITTOEL. 
You are cl ae to ſay fo, Rut pray if I 
ay be ſo bold, what is that Loſs you mention ? 
SHARPER. 


O term it no longer ſo, Sir. Ia ite Soutfle, lat Night, 
only dropt a Bill of a hundred Pound, which I con- 
ſs, I came halt dehairing to recover; but thanks to 
dy better Fortune 

Sir FOSEP H WITFOLL. 
You have fouud it Sir thea it ſeeras; I profeſs Fm 
artily glad 


SHARPER. 
my our humble Set vant 1 don't: queſtion but you 
e; that you have ſo cheap an Opportunity of ap—_—_ 
our Gratitude and Generoſity. Since the paying ſo tri- 
jal a Sum, will wholly acquit you and Nele engage 


Sir FOSEPH WITTOLE. 
What a dickens does he meaa by a trivial ne RO] 
ut han't you found it, Sir! 
SHARPER. b a 
No otherwiſe I vow to Gad but in my Koper to 


ou, Sir, 
Sir Fos R WIITOL, - 


Humh, 
SHRARFER. 
But that's ſufficient — *Twere Injuſtice to doubd the 
onour of Sir Foſeph Witold. 
Sir FOSEPH WIFTOLL 


O Lord, Sir. | 
SHARPER. 13 

You are above (I'm ſure) a Thought fo wy to ſuffer 

ne to loſe what was ventur d in your Service; nay *twas 

1.4 manner paid dowa. for. your Deliverance; —_ 


| 


HA 
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Dirt, —— Acres and can ſoon repay it 


at preſent; I have laid it all out upon my Back. 


mine whom I call my Back; he Ricks as Cloſe to n 


Back, Breaft and Headpiece as it were to me-----agad b 
a brave Fellow------Pauh, I am quite another thi 


more, nor perhaps haye ſuffer d ſo much —-had he 


damn d hot Fellow) only as 1 was ſaying, I let him b 


ſo much lent you And iyou ſcorn, I'll fay that 
Ou — - * 

: Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

Nay I'll fay that for my ſelf (with your leave, $ 

I do ſcorn a dirty thing. But agad I'm a little out 
Pocket at preſent, 

SHARPER. 

Pſhaw you can't want a hundred Pound. Your . 

is ſufficient any where: Tis but borrowing ſo m 


Mony is but Dirt, Sir Joſeph — Meer Dirt. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. | 
But I profeſs, tis a Dirt I have waſhed my Hand: 


SHARPER. 
Are you ſo extravagant in Cloaths, Sir Foſeph 7 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

Ha, ha, ha, a 1 vo good Jeſt I profeſs, ha, ha, h. 
very Jeſt, I did — know that I — — 
and that's a better Jeſt than t other. Tis a ſign 
I ha'n't been long acquainted ; you have loft a « good 
for want of knowing me------1 only mean a 


and follows me through all Dangers------he is ind 


when I am with him: I don't fear the Devil (bleſs 1 

almoſt if he be by. Ah---:-had he been 2 me 
Night- 

"SHARPER. 

If he had, Sir, what then? he could have done 


hundred Pound to loſe? 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. . © 
O Lord Sir by no means (but I might fav'd a hund t 
Pound) I meant innocently, as I hope to be ſaved Sir | 


all my ready Meny to redeem his great Sword fro 
Lim 


a 


The Oud BATCHBELOR. 23 
that bo But Sir I have a Letter of Credit to Alderman 
llewife, as far as two hundred Pound, and this After- 
on you ſhall ſee I am a Perſon, rebels? ow 
ve, MPuld wiſh to have met With---— 

9 S HART ER. 


hat you are, I'll be ſwera. Ade. 
7 that's 1 and like yourſelf. 


Ul 


SCENE H. 
[To them] Captain BL UPE. 


sir 70 SEPHWITTOZET. 
) Here a comes Ay my Hector of Troy, welcome 
my Bully, _ Back; agad my Heart has gone apit 
for thee. - 
BLU rhe — 4 | 
low now, my young Knight? Not for Fear, I hope? 
that knows — — to Fear. 2 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
I bas Fear ever ſince I had like to haye 0 
Frig t—But— | 
BLUFFE.. 
ut? Look you here Boy, here's your Antidote, here's 
ar Jeſuit's Powder for a ſhaking Fit — But who haſt 
» got with thin; REINER Ar 
ing his Hand upon his Sword. 
Sir OSEPH WITTOLL. 
lone 1 . Bully, a Deviliſh ſmart Felle: à will fight like a 


BLUFFE | 
y you ſo? then I honour him - But has he been abroad? 
hund every Cock will fight upon his own Dunghil, / é 
Sir Sir FOSEPH WITTOLE. 
im u don't know, bat 1 ll 1 you —— 


_ DUE. 


Laws. 


the Lord he 2 s true; fighting, is Meat, 


ver) N 
by the Lord Harry Mr. Sharper he as deve 


pretty Fellow—but Sir Foſeph, Compariſons are e 
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BLUFFE. | 
Pl recommend my ſelf — Sir, F honour you: 1 
derſtand you love fighting, I reverence a dan that k 
fighting, Sir I kiſs your Hilts. 
SHARPER. 
Sir your Servant, but you are miſinformed, for u 
it be to ſerve my particular Friend, as Sir Ne here, 
Country, or my Religion, or in ſome very Jaſtif 
_ Cauſe, Fm not for it. 
r 
O Lord I beg your Pardon, Sir, I figd you are net of | 
Pallat, you can't reliſh a Difh of fighting without fi 
Sawce. Now I think fighting, for fighting fi 
ſufficient Cauſe; fighting, to me's Religion and | 


Sir FOSEP H WITTOLS. * 
Ah, well ſaid my Hero; was not that great, Sir? 
and Cloth to him. But Back, this Gentleman is one 
the beſt Friends L have in the World, _— — 
laſt Night — You know I told you. 
| BLIUFFE. 
Ay! Then I honour him 1 


your N ame? 


SHARPER. 

Ay, Sir, my Name's Sharper. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL, 
Pray Mr. Sharper embrace uy Back — 


Cannibal, are not you Bully- Back? 
SHARPER. 


Hannibal I believe you mean, Sir Foſeph. 
BLUFEFE. 


Undoubredly he did Sir; faith r 


Hannibal was a very. pretty Fellow in thoſe Days, it m 
be granted-----but alas Sir! were he alive now; he wo 
be nothing, nothing in the Earth, 

1 : SHARPE 
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SHARPER. | 
ow Sir! J make a doubt, if there be at this Day a 
ater General breathing. | 
BLUFFE. | 
Oh Excuſe me, Sir ; have you ſerv'd abroad, Sir 
SHARPER. 


ot I really, Sir, 
BLUFFE. 


Oh I thought ſo----Why then you can know nothing, 
I am afraid you ſcarce know the Hiſtory of the late 
Wc in Flanders, with all its Particu/ars, 
SHARPER. | 
Not I, Sir, no more than publick Letters, or Gaxette, 
us. 


B LU FF E. 
azette! Why there again now----Why, Sir, there are 
t three Words of Truth, the Year round, put into 
Gazette--]'ll tell you a ſtrange thing now as to that-= 
u muſt know, Sir, I was refident in Flanders the laſt 
mpaign, had a ſmall Poſt there; but no matter for 
. Perhaps, Sir, there was ſcarce any thing of mo- 
nt done but an humble Servant of yours, that ſhall be 
eleſs, was an Eye-Witneſs of---- | won't ſay had the 
ateſt ſhare int. Tho? I might ſay that too, ſince I name 
Body you know-----Well, Mr. Sharper, would you 
nk it? In all this time----as I hope for a Truncheon— 
s raſcally Gaxette- writer never ſo much as once men- 
nd me-----Not once by the Wars Took no more 
tice, than as if Nol. Bluffe had not been in the Land of 
Living, 
SHARPER, 

Strange 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOL 
Yet by the Lord Harry 'tis true Mr. Sharper, for I went 
Day to Coffee-Houſes to read Gazette my 


BASU P.:: 
V, ay, no matter You ſee Mr. Sharper after alll am 
L. 1, C content 


- 
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content to retire----Live a private Perſon Scipio and 
thers have done it. | 1 
— BLAKPER by & 
mpudent Rogue. 1 Ald 
Sir FOSEPY WITTOLL, 4 
Ay, this damn'd Modeſty of yours----Agad if he wol 
put in for't he might be made General himſelf yer. 
BL. UF FE. 1 
Oh fie, no Sir Foſeph-- Vou know I hate this. 
_ Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. __ 
Let me but tell Mr. Sharper a little, how you eat H 
once out of the Mouth of a-Cannon---:agad he did; th 
impenetrable Whiskers of his have confronted Flame: 
BLUFFE. | 
Death, what do you mean, Sir Zofeph ? 
| Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. - 
Look you now, | tell you he's ſo modeſt he'll on 
nothing. | | 
| BLUFFE.  . > 
Piſh you have put me out, | have forgot what IU 
about. Pray hold your Tongue, and give me leave. 


sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
I am-dumb. | 
B T UF E. 


This Sword I think I vas telling you of, Mr. Shart 
This Sword l' maintain to be the beſt Divine, Ann 
miſt, Lawyer or Caſuiſt in Europe; it ſhall decide a Ca 
troverſie or ſplit a Cauſe--—- | | 

Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. _ 

Nay, now I muſt ſpeak ; it will ſplit a Hair, by t 
Lord Harry, I have ſeen it. | 
B-LUFFE 

Zauns Sir, it's a Lie, you have not {een it, nor ſu 
ſee it; Sir I fay you can't ſee; what d ye ſay to d 


now ? 
Sir FOSEPH #1TFOLL, 
I am blind. „ 3 od 
LVH 
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BLUFSE. 
Death, had any other 'Man interrupted me 
Sir FOSEPH NMH Tul. | 
Good Mr.Sharper {peak to him; I dare xt look tha 


„„ riot WR 
Captain, Sir Joſeph's penitent. 
B'LUFFE. | 
Ol am calm Sir, calm as a diſcharged Culuerin 
t'twas indiſereet, w hen you know what will ꝓrovake 
Nay come Sir Foeph, Jen Kno- my Kar foun 
er. | 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Well I am a Fool ſometimes Hut I'm __ 
BLUFFE. | | 
Enough. 
ir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Come, we'll 11 take a Glaſs to drown Animoſities. 
. Sharper,' W partake? | 
wt HARPER. 


at IX | 
I wait on you Sir; nay pray Captain----You are Sir 


Ana SCENE Il. : 
enn, Bering, Berry: inf, „Ar 
| MINT A'S Apariment. | 
by t D E LINDA. 
H! Nay, Dear----prithee good, dear Greet Coulin tis 
more, oh Gad, I ſwear you'd make one fick to hear 
7 | AR AMINTA. 499A bg 
| es wet- wit have I ſaid to move you thus? | 
BEHIND A. | | 


| 4 au have rayed, talked idly, and all in 1 
rr that filthy, W Creature, Man-—- 
you 


vert the Cure: Let me have Oil to feed that Flame, x 
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=u don't know what you ve ſaid, your Fever has try 
ported you. 


AR AMINT A. 
lf Love be the Fever which you mean, kind Heay'n 


never let it be extinct, till I my ſelf am ſhes. 
BELIND A. 

There was a Whine! -O Gad I hate your horrid Fx 
cy----This Love is the Devil, and ſure to be in Loyei 
to be poſſeſs d Tis in the Head, the Heart, the Blood 
the All over-----O Gad you are quite «a bs | 
loath the fight of Mankind for your fake. 

ES | 3 

Fie, this is 8 s Affectation -A little of Bellow 

Company would change the Scene 
3 ELIN D A. 

Filthy Fellow ! I wonder, Coufin---- 
AR AMINT A. 

I wonder, Couſin, you ſhould imagine, I don't pe 
ceive you love him. 
BEL TIND FN. 

Oh Ilove your hideous Fancy! Ha, ha, Ne a Mu 

AR AMINT A. 
Love a Man! yes, you would not love a Beaſt. 
BELIND A. 

Of all Beaſts not an Aſs Which is ſo like 8 
love -Lard I have ſeen an Aſs look ſo Chagrin, Ha, h 
ha, (you muſt pardon me I can't hel laughing). that 
abſolute Lover would have concluded the poor Creatu 
to have had Darts, and Flames, and Altars, and all thati 
his Breaſt. Araminta, come I'll talk ſeriouſly to you non 
could you but ſee with my Eyes, the buffoonry of 0 
Scene Mo Addreſs, a Lover, ſet out with all his Equips 
and Appurtenances; O Gad! ſure you would But ye 
play the Game, and conſequently can't ſee the Miſcam 
ges obvious to every Stander-by. 

AR AMI * TA. 


_ Yes, yes, I can e near it when | 


* * 
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4 Bellmour meet. You don't know that you dreamt of 
ellmour laſt Night, and call d him aloud in your Sleep. 
BELIND A. | 
Piſh, I can't help dreaming of the Devil ſometimes; 
rould you from thence infer I love him? 
AR AMINTA. 
But that's not all; you caught me in your Arms when 
ou named him, and preſs'd me to your Boſom-----Sure 
I had not pinch'd you *till you wak'd you had ſtifled 
ge with Kiſſes. 


B ELIN DA. 
O barbarous Aſperſion | T 
AR AMINT A. 
No Aſperſion, . Couſin, we are alone----Nay I can tell 
du more. | 


I deny it all, 
ARAMINT A. 
What, before you hear it? 
BELIND A 8 
My Denial is premeditated like your Malice -Lard, 
ouſin, you talk odly ---What ever the Matter is, O my 
dl, l'm afraid you'll follow evil Courſes. 
ARAMINTA. 
Ha, ha, ha, this is pleaſant. | 
BELIND A. f 
You may laugh, but----- | 
: AR AMINTA 
Ha, ha, ha. 


BELIND A 


BELIND A. 
You may think the malicious Grinn becomes you 
he Devil take Bellmour-— Why do you tell me of him? 
_ ARAMINT A. | 
Oh is it come out----now you are angry, I am ſure 
du love him. I tell no body elſe, Couſin----I have not 
tray'd you yet. 

| B ELIN D A. 
Prithce tell it all the World, it's falſe. 


. ARA. 
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| 
[ 
if -—  AARAMENTA. 
"ll Come then, kiſs and Friends. 
ll BELIND 4. 


0 | "AR AMENT A. 

1 Prithee don't be fo Peevilti. 

* | | BELIND A. 

j [ Frithee don't de fo impertinent. Berry. 

. AR AMINT A. 

Bll! Ha, ha, ha. 

1 Did your Lady ſhip call, Madam? 

"Ml BELIND A. 

5 — Hoods and Tippet, and bid the Footman'cal 
78 7 

My. A4RAMINTA - 

1 I hope you are not going out in » Couſin, 


S 


e, NES SAC 


s RENE Tv. 


L* them], Fo o N. 


8 FO 0OTMAN. *. 
„ 


B E LT ND 4 

Is there a Chair?” , 
FO OTMAN. 

No, Madam, thereare My. Bellrnur and Mr. Vainlove 


Wait upon your Lady ſn ip. 
AR AMT NTA. 
Are they below ? 


POOTMAN, . 
No, Madam, they ſent before, nnn were 


home. 
ELIN D A 


Ns The Viſit's to you, Coun, 1 ſuppoſe I. any at n 
Libcity. AR 
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ARAMINTA. 
te ready to ſhew em up. | 


SCENE V. 
Tu them] B E TTY wich Hoods and Looking Glaſs. 


Can't tell, Couſin, I believe we are equally concern d: 
But if you continue your Humour, it won't be very 
tertaining — (I know ſhe'd fain be perſuaded to ſtay, 


| | ue, 
BELIND A We 4 
I ſhall oblige you, in leaving you ta the full and free 
4 of that Converſation you admire Let me 
; held, I. lgok, wrerchedly ta Day 
ih: 4 R 4 —. NT 4 
Betty, why don't you Help my Coulin ? 
| "I; [Patiing on her Hoods, 
BELIND A. by 
Hold off your Fiſts, and ſee that he gets a Chair with a 
gh Roof, or a very low Seat Stay come back here 
du Mrs. Fidget— you are ſo ready to go to the Foot- 
an——Here, take em all again, my Mind's chang'd, I 


7 5 


on't go. 
Nee 
SCENE VL <a 
ARAMIN TA, BELINDA. 

, this I expected You won't oblige me then, 
y Couſin, and let me have all the — my ſelf? 

BEEINDA | 
No; upon Deliberation, I have too much Charity tn 
& 4 | truſt 


at n 
ARA 
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—  ASRAMETNTA. 
Come then, kiſs and Friends. 

B EL * 
| | ARAMENT A. 

Prithee don't be ſo Peeviſli. 

| | BELIND A. 
Prither don't be fo impertinent. Betty. 

AFRAMINT A. 

Ha, ha, ha. 

JET. f. 

Did your Lady ſhip call, Madam? 

BELIND AM. 


3 Hoods and Tipper, and bid the Footmen'cal 
Chair 


| FRAMINTA. - 
I hope you are not going N in dudgeon, Couſin, 


——y— 
* * 


» 5 ; 0 - X - 0 [ 1 - 
N 9 la Ss 4 2 N 3 2 2 


Ferur Tv. 


[To them] Fo0TMAN, 


4 TO OT MAN. * 
ns there ane 


BEL 1 * 4. 
Is there a Chair? 
FO oN N. 
No, Madam, therears My. Bellanour and Mr. 2 t 
wait upon your Ladyſh ipe 
ARAMINFA. 
Are they below ? 


PO'OTMAN:. 
f No, Madam, they ſent before, to know if you were 
ome. | 


BELIND A. 
The Viſit's to y0u,. Coulin, F ſuppoſe I am at u 


Liberty. AR4 
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ARAMINTA. 
te ready to ſhew em up. 


SCEN E We 
[To them] B x T T v. with Hoods and Looking Glaſs. 


— 


Can't tell, Couſin, I believe we are equally concern d- 
But if you continue your Humour, it won't be ver 
tertaining — (1 know ſhe'd fain be perſuaded to ſtay, 


| | we; 
BEELIND | 4 
I ſhall oblige you, in leaving you ta the full and free 
rs of that Converſation you admire Let me 
5 hold, Look wrerchedly ta Day! 
* 4 R 4 = NTA ; 
Betty, why don't you help my Coulin ? 
B ELIN DA. WA NE 
Hold off your Fiſts, and ſee that he gets a Chair with a 
gh Roof, or a very low Seat Stay come back here 
du Mrs. Fidget— you are ſo ready to go to the Foot- 
an Here, take em all again, my Mind's chang'd, I 


ARAMIN TA, B ELINA. 


ARAMINT A. 
O, this I expected You won't oblige me then, 
Couſin, and let me have all the Company to my (elf? 
BELINDA © | 
No; upon Deliberation, I have too much Charity > 
C 4 | truſt 


32 The Old BartcutLor. 


truſt you to your ſelf, The Devil watches all Opp 
nities; and in this favourable Diſpoſition of your 
_ Heav'n knows how far you may be tempted: J am tt 
der of your Reputation. 
AR AMINT A. 
I am oblig d to d you But who's malicious n 
Belinda: 


B ELIN DA. 
Not I; witneſs my Heart, I ſtay out of pure Aﬀec 
| AR AMINT A. 
In my Conſcience I believe you. 


SCENE VI. 


[To them] VA1NLOVE, BELLMOUR, FOOTMAN, 


' BELLMOUR, 
— be prais d! To find you both within, 
Is — 
AR AMIN T4. 
No Miracle, I hope. 
BELLMOUR. 
Not o'your fide, Madam, I confeſs —- But my 
rant there and I, are two Buckets that can never cc 
together. 


BELINDA. 

Nor are ever like Vet we often meet and claſh, 

BELLMOUR. 

How, never like! mercy Hymen forbid. But thisif 
to run ſo extravagantly in Debt; I have laid out 10 
World of Love in your Service, that you think 
never be able to pay me all: So ſhun me for t | 
Reaſon that you would a Dun. 

BELIND A. 

a on my Conſcience, and the moſt impertinent « 
troubleſome of Duns a Dun for Mony will be qui 
wi 
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den he ſees his Debtor has not where witha But a 
n for Love is an eternal Torment that never reſts— 
BELLMOUR. | 
Till he has created Love where there was none, ond 
gets it for his Pains. For Importunity in Love, like 
pportunity at Court; firſt creates its own Intereſt, ang 
1 purſues it for the Favour. 
AR AMINT A. 
avours that are got by Impudence and Importunity, 
like Diſcoveries _—_ the Rack, when the afflicted 
rſon, for his eaſe, ſometimes confeſſes Secrets | = 
art knows nothing of. 
VAINLOVE. 
I ſhould rather think Favours, ſo gain'd, to be due Re- 
ards to indefatigable Devotion For as Love is a 
ity, he muſt be ſerv'd by Prayer. 
BELIND A. 
O Gad, would you would all pray to Love then, and 
us all alone. 


| VAINLOVE —_ 
You are the Temples of Love, and 'tis through you 
Devotion muſt be convey'd. 
ARAMINT A. | 
Rather, poor filly Idols of your own making, which. 


don the leaſt Diſpleaſure you forſake, and ſet up new 
er co er Man, now, changes his Miſtreſs and his Religion 
his Humour varies, or his Intereſt. 
_. VAINLOVE, 
laſh. O Madam | | 
ARAMINTA, 
dk Nay come, I find we are growing Serious, and 2 


e are in great Danger of being — It my Muſick- 

aſter be not gone, 1] KS. you with a new Song, 

hich comes pretty near my own Opinion of Love and 

pur, Sex---- Who's there? Is Mr. Gævot gone? * 
FOOTM AN. 

Only to the next Door, Madam; III call him: 


Cy SCENE. 
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ARAMINTA BetinDa, VAINIO VE, a 4 
| Bertimovun 
| 
j 


- 


| 2 B EL LMO UA. N 

1 W HY, you won't hear me with Patience, 
ARA MN NTA. 

ll What's the Matter, Couſin? 

1 Þ BELLIMOUR, 

* j Nothing, Madam, only 


B ELIN DA 
\ Prithee hold thy Tongue. -Lard, he has ſo pefter'd ll 
with Flames and Stuff. think I mant t endure the f : 
of a Fire this Twelvemonth. ' © | | 
BELL MOUR. 
| Yet all can't melt chat cruel frozen Heart. 
"GET IDA 

O Gad I hate your hideous Fancy----you fad that ond 
before-----if you muſt talk impertinently, for Heaven 
ſake let it be with Variety; don't come Ape, liket 
Devil, wtapt in Flames----Pll not hear a Sentence 7 mot 
that begins with an, I Hun- Or an, 7 brſeech Jou Mt 

BELLMOUR. 
But tell me how you would be ador'd-----I am ve 


tractable. 
A EETN DA. 
"hen know, I would be ade d in Slleuce. 
B ELLMO UX. 
Humph, I thought ſo, that you might have all ü 
Talk to your ſelf----you had better let me ſpeak ; for 
my Thoughts fly to any Pitch, I ſhall make viltzinoul 


Signs. 

a will you get yg? i ke ack 
What will you pet t? to e ſuch Signs 2 
wor r f 155 


7 
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3 FELLA | 2 e . 
, but if Im Tongpe-ty d, 1 muſt have all my Ati 
Sc” — Quicken your Apprehenſion-—-and 1.554 
e tell you, my moſt prevailing Argument is expreſs d 
umb Shew. | | | 


5 


* 


I 


N ——— . F tb. ZW; W © 7 

e 
rer 

SCENE IX. 


[To them) Mys1ck-MASTER, 


AR AMINTA. 
T am glad we ſhall have a Song to divert the Diſ- 
courſe Pray oblige us with the laſt new Song. 


er d c. | 
he {gh s& 0 <8. 
| 3 

Thus to à ripe, conſenting Maid, 
Poor, old, repenting Delia ſaid, 
n Wauld you long preforve your Lover ? 
7 Would you fall his Goddeſs reign ? 
like th Never let him all diſcover, 
» mo! Never let him ma oi 
* Men will admire, adore and die, 


While wiſhing at your Feet they hye: 
But admitting their Embraces, 

Wakes 'em from the Golden Dream; 
Nothing's new beſides our Faces, 


Every Woman is the fame. 


m vc 


N ARAMINT A. 
Haine how dye like the Song, Gentlemen? 
BELL MO UX. 
very well perform d.-- but I don't much admire the 
ans 18 rds. | * 
BELL 


AR A- 
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"ARAMINTA. 

I expected it there's too much Truth in. em; | 
Mr. Gavot will walk with us in the Garden, we'll ha 
it once again-—-you may like it better at ſeoond hearin 
You'll bring my Couſin. 

BELLMOUR, 

Faith Madam, I dare not ſpeak to her, but I'll mak 

Signs, [ Addreſſes Belinda in dumb ſhes 
_ BELIND AX. 

O foh, your dumb Rheterick is more ridiculous, th 
your talking Impertinence; as an Ape is a much mo 
troubleſome Animal than a Parrot. | 

ARAMINTA, 

Ay. Couſin, and 'tis a ſign the Creatures mimick 
ture well; for there are tew Men, but do more {i 
things than they ſay, 

BELL MOUR 
Well, T find my Apiſhneſs has paid the Ranſome 
my Speech, and ſet it at Liberty---tho? I confeſs, I ce 
be well enough pleas'd to drive on a Loye-Bargain, 
that ſilent manner----'twould fave a Man a world of L 
ing and Swearing at the Year's end. Beſides I have hai 
little Experience, that brings to Mind---- 


When Wit and Reaſon both have fail'd to move; 
Kind Looks and Actions ( from Succeſs) do prove, 
Ev'n Silence may be Eloquent in Love. | 


"4 


End of the Second AF. 


The OLD BatcuzsLoR 37 


ACT m. SCENE I. 
SCEN E, The Street. 


. SYLVIA ad Lucy. 


S T1I 714. 


e fl 5 1L be not come then? 
| COD 2 LUCY. 
[5 Yes, yes, come, I warrant him, if you 
will go in and be ready to receive him. 
STLVI 4. 
Why did you not tell me? Whom 


LUCY. 

Whom you ſhould mean, Heartwell. 
 SYLVI1A. 

Senſeleſs Creature, I meant my Vainlove. 

L UCI. | 


head, as his Love. Therefore een ſer your Heart at reſt, 
and in the Name of Opportunity mind your own Buſi- 
neſs. Strike Heartwell ey before the Bait's worn off 
the Hook. Age will come. He nibbled fairly yeſterday, 
and no doubt will be eager enough to-Day, to ſwallow 
the Temptation. 
STLIVI A. | 
Well, fince there's no Remedy------Yet tell me------for 
I would know, though to the Anguiſh of my Soul; 
how did he refuſe? Tell me how did he receive my 
Letter, in Anger or in Scorn? He 
Re LUCT. 


2 


You may as ſoon hope to recover your own Maiden- 


——— — 
vp ů ee. —ẽk! 6 
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UC tc 
Neither; but what was ten times warſe, wich damn 
ſenſeleſs Indifference. By this Eight I could have fi 
in his Face Receive it! Why he reeelv'd it, 2 
would one of your Lovers that ſhould come empty 
| hanged; as a Court Lord does his Mercęr's Bill, or a by 
ging Dedication: — be receiv'd it, as if't had deen 
Letter from bis Wife. 
SYL FI 4. 
What, did he not read it? 
| LUCK: 
Hum'd it over, gave you his Reſpects and ſaid, u 
would take time to peruſe it hut then he was in h. 
Kerri 
Reſpects, and peruſe it! He's gone, and Araminta h 
bewitch'd him from me-----Oh how the Name of Ri 
val fires, my Blood—-----F cauld curſe em both; CA | 
Jealouſie attend her Love, and Difappointment meet | 
Oh that I could revenge the Torment he has Seo e 
methinks I feel the Woman ſtrong within me, 2 and Ye 
geance kindles in the _ of Love. | 


LU E T. V 
I have that in my Head may make Miſchief. 
SYLYZ 4 
How, dear Ly ? | 
| TY CY. 
"You know Araminia ; diſſembled Coyneſs has x le 
and keeps him hers ———— | he 
STLIVY1 A 
Could we perſwade him, that the loves another h 
LUCY. n- 
No, you're out; could we perſwade him, that fue 
doats on him, himſelf.—-Contrive a kind Letter ht 
tram her, twould difguſt his Nicety, and take N * put 
Stomach. | 4 
e 


SYLVIA. 
Impoſtible, *twill never take. 


LUCT, 


| . 
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n | : | 
rouble not your Head, Let me alone------I will in- 
my ſelf o what paſt between em to-Day, and a- 
t it ſtreight - Hold. I'm miftaken, or that's Heare- 
| who ſtands talking at the Corner. tis he go 
you in Madam, receive him ple ſantly, dreſs up your 
in Innocence and Smiles; and diſſemble the very 
t of Difiimulation --- You know what. will take him. 
Zi 
Fis as hard to counterfeit Love, as it is to conceal it: 


Ill do my weak Endeavour, though I fear I have not 


r USE 

lang Art, Madam, and truſt to Nature for diſſembling. 
„ was by Nature Woman's Cully made: ö 
never are but by aur ſelves betray d. | 


* = I "A, + d Sv a — T - N — *Y CE — * \ Ni 
> Far. n» 7 WE - \ 122 W *Þ — . e - 
8 1 8 2 4 - *x( 2 D, Mg IC GA 8 2 5 - Ls 


SCENE II. 


ARTWELL, VATNLOVE N BELEMOUR following. 


BELL MOUR. ö 

IST, hiſt, is not that Heart well going to Sylvia? 
| VAINLOFVE. 

le's talking to himſelf, I think; prithee 


hear him. 

HE ARTV ELI. 1 
hy whither in the Devil's Name am I a going now? 
n------let me think------Is not this Sylvia s Houſe, the 
e of that Enchantreſs, and which conſequently 1 
ht to ſhun as I would. Infection? To enter here, is 
ut on the enyenom'd Shirt, to run into the Embra- 
of a Fever, and in ſome raving Fit, be led to plunge 
ſelt into that more conſuming Fire, a Woman's Arms. 
well recollected, I will recover my Reaſon, and be 


TV. So. 
's try if we 


. 
. 


Cl, BELL 
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"BELLMOUR. 
Now Fenus forbid! © 

a VAINLOPVE. 
Huſh | 


HE ARTWELL. 

Well, why do you not move? Feet do your Offic 
not one Inch; no, foregad I'm caught—--There fi 
my North, and thither my Needle points Now ci 
I curſe my- ſelf, yet cannot repent. O thou delici 
damn d, dear, deſtructive Woman! *Sdeath how | 
young Fellows will hoot me! I ſhall be the Jeſt of i 
Town: Nay in two Days, I expe& to be Chroni 
in Ditty, and ſung in woeful Ballad, to the Tune of | 
ſuperannuated Maiden's Comfort, or the Batchelor's F 
and upon the third, I ſhall be hang'd in Effigie, paſted 
for the exemplary Ornament of neceſſary Houſes, 
Coblars Stalls—---Death, I can't think on't------Pl] 
into the Danger to loſe the Apprehenſion. 


SCENE III. 
BELLMOUR, VAINLOVE. 
RET NOTE _— 
Very certain Remedy, atum et- N 
A — George, thou = ae right, thou hat ſold t 
ſelf to Laughter ; the ill-natur'd Town will find the 
juſt where thou haſt loſt it. Ha, ha, how a'ftrugled, | 
an old Lawyer between two Fees. 
8 VAINLOFE. * | 
Or a young Wench, between Pleaſure and Reputati 
BELLMOUR. 
Or as you did to-Day, when half afraid you ſnatch 
Kiſs from Araminta. 
| VAINLOPE, 
She has made a Quarrel on't. 85 
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B ELLMO UX. 
uh, Women arconly angry at ſuch Offences, to have 
Pleaſure of forgiving em. | 

VAINLOVE. 195 

nd I love to have the Pleaſure of making my peace 
zould not eſteem a Pardon if too eaſily won, 

BELLMOUR. 
hou doſt not know what thou would'ſt be at; whe- 


hiew thou would'ſt have her angry or pleas d. Could'ſt 
= be content to marry Arammia? | 
of V AINLOVE. 


ould you be content to go to Heay'n? 
BELLMOUR. 
lum, not immediately, in my Conſcience not hearti- 
I'd do a little more good in my Generation firſt, in 
r to deſerve it. 
| VAINLOVE. 
or I to marry Araminta till I merit her. 
.: #LLMOUR.: :. 
ow CITE expect to pet her if ſhe 
yield? 
VAINLOVE. 
hat's true; ; but I would------ 
| BELLMOUR. 


d Woman------ 


ha, — A. ER. 6] 
| MERD, CRT SW R.S 
he a ; 
$1 SCENE IV. 
* [To them] SETTER. 

RUSTY Setter, what Tidings? How goes e 

ject? 

SETTER. | 
$ all lewd Projects do, Sir, where the Devil prevents 
n with Succeſs, | 


BELL» 


arry her without her Conſent ; thou'rt a Riddle be- 
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Þ Fn BELLMOUR. 
| hearing, Setter. * 
2 " V AINLOVE. 
Well, I'll leave you with your Engineer. 
| BEELMOUR. 
y And haſt thou provided Neceſſaries? 
1 S2. 
All, all, Sir; the large ſanctified Hat, and the little | 
cife Band, with a ſwinging long ſpiritual Cloak, to 
ver carnal Knavery— not forgetting the black | 
which Tribulation Spiatext wears, as I'm inform'd, u 
one Eye, as a penal Mourning for the ogling Offence 
his Youth; and ſome, ſay, with that Eye, he firſt di 
ver d the Frailty of his Wife. 


BELL MMOUR. of 

Well, in this fanatick Father's Habit, will I confeſ : 
titia. r ; E. 
| SETTER, / 

2 prepare her for Confeffion, Sir, by helping ih © 


BELLMOUR 


Be at your Maſter's Lodging, in the Even ing, 1 
uſe the Robes, ch "TY 
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SCENE V. 
SETTER alone. 


: = + £- | 

I Shall, Sir------T wonder to which of theſe two 0 
tlemen I do moſt properly appertain------the one 
me as his Attendnt ; the other (being the berter acc 
ted with my Parts) employs me as a Pimp; why i 
much the more honourable Employment. 
means-----—[ follow one as my Maſter, Yother fol 

me as his Conductor. FINS Rs 
. SCE 
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WL TEN Ji N Ve ' 3. IBYNO I! 
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SCENE VI. 
[To him Luc v.] 


LUYUC T. | 

ERE's the Hang-Dog his Man--------I had a 
Power over him in the Reign of my Miſtreſs ; but 
oo true a Valet de Chambre not to affect his Maſter's 
and conſequently is revolted from his Allegiance. 
SETPTFER: 

doubtedly *ris impoſſible to be + Pimp and not 2 
of Parts. That is without being politick, diligent, 
, wary, and fo forth And to all this valiant as 
les------ That is, paſſively valiant and actively obedi- 
Ah! Setter what-a FTreaſure is here loſt for want of 
ing known, 

=. UCI. | 
e's ſome Villany a-foor, he's ſo thoughtful; may be 
diſcover ſomerhing in my Mazk------- Worthy Sir, 


1 rd with you. Puts on hr Mark. 


SETTER. 
yr if I were known, I might come to be a great 


LUCY. 
dt to interrupt your Meditation _ 
"FEES n= 
1 I ſhould not de the firſt that has procur'd his 
neſs by Pimping: . 

| LUCY. | 
dw Poverty and the Pox light upon thee, for a Con- 
ative Pimp. 


: SETTER © | 
what art, who thus maliciouſly haſt awaken'd 
from my Dream of Glory * Speak thou vile Diſtur- 


EVU x. 
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LUCY. 

Of thy moſt vile Cogitations------thou poor, con 
Wretch, how wert thou valuing thy ſelf, upon th 
ſter's Employment, For he's the Head Pimp to Mr 
mour. 

SE TTE R. 
Good Words, Damſel, or I ſhall------But hoy 
thou know my Maſter or me ? 
LUCY. 
Yes, I know both Maſter and Man to be 
SETTER. 

To be Men perhaps; nay faith like enough; 1 
march in the Rear of my Maſter, and enter the Bre 
which he has made. 

LUCY. 


Ay, the Breach of Faith, which he has begun; 
Traitor to thy lawful Princeſs. 
SETTER, 
Why how now! prithee who art? Lay by that 
ly Face and produce your natural Vizor. 
LUCY. 
No Sirrah, Pl keep it on to abuſe thee, i 
without Hopes of Revenge. 
SETTER. 

Oh! I begin to ſmoak ye: thou art ſome forſaken 
gail, we babe dallied with heretofore— and art 
to — thy Imagination with Remembrance of lt 
pa 


LUCY. 

No. thou pitiful Flatterer of thy Maſter's Imper 
ons; thou Maukin made up of the Shreds and Pairin 
his ſuperfluous Fopperies. 

SETTER' 
Thou art thy Miſtreſs's foul ſelf, compoſed of he 
lied Iniquities and Cloathing. 
hr 2 — Thy Mafter i 
three -Beggar's Curr 1s 
a Menno in Love, lies canting at the Gate; but 
dares preſume to enter the Houſe. 6 
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SETTER. 

zu art the Wicket to thy Miſtreſs's Gate, to be o- 
for all Comers. In fine thou art the high Road 
7 Miſtreſs. 


Ven 
, filthy Toad, I can hold no longer, look and trem- 
SETTER. 
w, Mrs. Lucy ! 
* LUGC'T. 


vonder thou haſt the Impudence to look me in the 


SBTTER. 
bud, who's in fault, Miſtreſs of mine? who flung 
rſt Stone? Who undervalued my Function? and 
the Devil could know you by Inſtinct? 

LUCY. 
bu could know my Office by Inſtinct, and be hang d. 
you have {lander'd moſt abominably. It vexes me 
hat you ſaid of my Perſon; but that my innocent 
dg ſhould be expos d and ſcandaliz'd--—=-1 cannot 
t. | 


SETTER. 
ay, faith Lucy, I'm ſorry, il own my ſelf to blame, 
zh we were both in fault as to our Offices Come 


hake you any Reparation. - 
| LUCY. 


ſear, 
SEFTER. 

do ſwear to the utmoſt of my Power. 
LUCT. 


d be brief then; what is the Reaſon your Maſter did 
rear to- Day according to the Summons I brought 


S BTT BX. 


d anſwer you as briefly —---He has a Cauſe to be 
in another Court. | | 


F" * * UCT. 
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LUCT. . 
2 inipain; Terms, Haar farramd be 
Aranmnita. 
SETTER. 


Too forward to be turn d back------Though he' 
tle in Diſgrace at preſent about a Kiſs which he 
You and I can kils, Lucy, without all that. 

LU CI. 
Stand off He's a precious jewel. 
SETTER. 
And therefore you'd .bave him to ſet in your 
Locket. 


Lü. U 

| Iheae-is he now? Jy 
SETTER, — 

He'll be in the Fiazze preſently. P 
LUCY. n 

Rementier-to-Day's: Behaviour--————Let. mae d 
with a;penitent Face. | 
SETTE-R, j 


What, no Token of Amity, Lay? you and 1 800 


to part with dry Lips. — 


LVCx. 

Na, no, avaunt-— I'll not be ſlabber d and 4 
nowy -I 'm nat rth' humour. 

SETTER... 

Pl] not quit you ſo - 'I follaw and put you i inte 


Humour. C 
0 
Nen ki, MM 
SCENE VI. 
Sir losE YH WIT Tor, BLUFFE, / 
B L U F F E. f Y 
A* D ſo out of your unwonted Generoſity 2 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. at 

And Neon Back; I am good-natur'd, 4 


can't help it. LU 
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B LUF FE. 

u have uren him a Note upon Fondleniſe for a 
ed Pound. FX | 

Sir FOSEPH WITT OLL. 


ay, poor Fellow , he ventur'd fair tar't, 
at a B . UF F E. 
a have diſoblig'd me in it for I have occafion 


xe Mony, and if you would look me in the Face a- 
ind live, go, and foree him to-redeliver the 
-----20------and bring it me hither. III ſtay here 


Du. | 

Sir NH PH WITTDOEL. 
u may ſtay 'cill the Day of judgment then, by the 
Harry. 1 knowibetter'thinps than to be run through 
uts for a hundred ,Paund------ Why I gave that hun- 
Pound for being ſaved, and d'ye think, an there 
no Danger, Pll be ſo ungrateful to take it from the 
man again? wine | I? 
B LUF FE. | | 
I, go to him from me —-Tell-him, 1 fay, he 
refund. or Bilbo's the Word, and Slaughter will 
if he refuſe, tell him. but whiſper that 
m IIl pink Bis Soul-----but whiſper that ſoftly 


Sir FOSEPH WITT 'OLL.  . . . 
ſoftly, that he ſhall never hear on't I warrant. you 
into” i, what a Devil's the matter, Bully, are you 
* Or d' 1 Agad for my Part, the bf 
o be the Meſſenger, of ill News; tis au ungratef 
--.--So tel him your WE. :_ oo at et. 


BLUFF£ -. 6 28 
theſe Hilts I believe he frightned you into this Com- 
dn: I believe you gave it him out of Fear, pure 
Fear -confeſs. 2 2 
Sir 70 SEPEH WITTOLL. 
| „no, hangt I was not afraid neither tho; I 
— be did in a manner ſnap me up yet I can't 
at it was. altogether out of Fear, hut partly to pre- 


vent 


_ 


ys 


— 


—_—_— 
— OY 


Mi 


* > * © — 
0 = 
—_Y — ** „ - 1 F 


| Knight of the ſorrowful Face. 


fended that I offer d em. 


p 2 — — ._}- 
— — 


am both, Sir; what then? I hope I may be offe 
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vent Miſchief-- - -for he was a deviliſh cholerick 
low: And if my Choler had been up too, agad i 
would have been Miſchief done, that's flat. And y 
believe, if you had been by, I would as ſoon han 
him a had a hundred of my Teeth. Adſheart if he f 
come juſt now when I'm angry, I'd tell him 
Mum. ; 


28 x g 221 To at 7 * 7 
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SCENE VIL 


[To them] BELLMOUR, SHARPER. 


BELLMOUR. 

HOU'rt a lucky Rogue; there's your Benefi 

you ought to return him Thanks now you | 

receiv d the Fayour. | 

LY n RT: 

Sir Foſeph------Your Note was accepted, and the | 

ny a pg Pm come to return der Thank 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

They won't be accepted ſo readily as the Bill, Sir, 

BELLMOUR. 
T doubt the Knight repents, m -He looks like 


n 
This is a double Generoſity - Do me a Kind 
and refuſe my Thanks. -But I hope you are no! 


Sir FOSEPH IITTOLL. 
May be I am, Sir, may be I am not, Sir; may | 


without any Offence to you, Sir. 
SHARPER. 
Hey Day! Captain, what's the Matter? you can tel 

| BLUFFE. 
Mr. Sharper, the Matter is plain------Sir Foe) 
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d out your Trick, and does not care to be put up- 


ick 

ad being a Man of Honour, | 
* SHARPER ' 
have T ick, Sir? a 


Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

y Trick, Sir, and won't be put upon, Sir, being a 
of Honour, Sir, and ſo, Sir— 

S HARPER. 

arkee, Sir Foſeph,, a Word with ye — in Conſide- 
n of ſome Favours lately received; I would not have 
draw your ſelf into a Premunire, by truſting to 
Sign of a Man there — That Pot - Gun charged 
1 Wind. | . 


Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Lord, O Lord, Captain, come juſtitie-your ſelf —— 
vive him the Lie if you'll ſtand to it. 
SHARPER. 
lay then II be beforehand with you, take that. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
aptain, will you ſee this? Won't you pink his Soul? 
; BLUFFE.... m 
uſht, tis not ſo convenient now—— I ſhall find a 


SHARPER. 
hat do you mutter about a Time, Raſcal- 
were the Incendiary—— There's to put you in 
d of your Time A Memorandum. | Kicks him. 
4 8 BLUFEFE. 
ſh this is your Time, Sir, you had beſt make uſe 


TH ARPER -:; 

Gad and fo I will: There's again for you. [Kicks him. 
BLUFFE. = 

ou are obliging, Sir, but this is too publick a Place 


1, | D EAR. 


50 The Orr Barcurror. 


SHARPER, 
Ay thou inimitable Coward, and to be felt — # 
Example. [Leck 
B ELLMO U R. 3 
Ha, ha, ha, pr'ythee come away, tis ſcandalous 
kick this Puppy, unleſs a Man were cold, and had i 
ther way to get himſelf a heat. 


* 'S 2 E: c 2 2 me 0 Dy * 


SCENE K. 
Sir Jos Er WITT OLT. iure. 1 


| BLUFFE. 
ERY hee nl, er "tis no matte 
Is not this fine, Sir | | 


Sir FOSEPH — 
Tndifferent, agad in my Opinion very indieren 
I'd rather go Plain all my Lite, chan wear ſuck Finen 
Vr 
Death and Hell to be affronted thus ! PI die bete 
fuffer it. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL, 
O Lord, his Anger was not ratfed . 
Captain, don't be in Paſſion now ne —- Put 
put up, dear Back, tis your Sir Fee ban com 
mee kiſs thee; ſo, io, put up; a 
„r . 
'By Heay'n tis not to be put up. | 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 


What, Bully? 
| BLU F F E. 
The * 


Sir O SEPH WITTOEXL. 
No 50 de tis, for that's her 
Sword I mean. 


9 BLU! 


— 
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BLUFFE. 1 
ell, Sir Foſepb, at your Entreaty —— ut were not 
, my Friend, a abused, and cufft, and kickt? 
Tutting up his Sword. 
Sir FOSEPH WIFFOLL. 
y, ay, ſo were you too; no matter, tis paſt. 
BLUFFE. 
y the immartal Thands of great Gans, i greg 
ſucks not vital Air, who darcs affirm it to this 
[ Looks * 


pane ** 4 


Face, bye the Lord — 


had put on _w Face before, you had done 
Buſineſs — he dur have kiſt you, as kickt 
to your Face — Man can no more help 
at's done behind his Back, than vvhat's aid Come 
think no more of what's paſt. . 
3 LUFF E. 
Meal a Cauncil of War within to o conlder of ay 
yenge to come. 


o that — 
-------Not to 


»p © 46D * 5 (ebe CS 555 TITLE 235 25 ae; N . 2 


SCENE X. Sylvia's ene 


HEARTWELL, SYLVIA. 


S O N 6G. 


As Amoret and Thyrſis Jay 

Melting the Hours in gentle Play; 
Joining Faces, mingling Kiſſes, 
And exchanging 


He trembk 5 ſe; | 8 


50 let me feed as well as taſte, . 


I ate, if I'm not mholly bit. 
Alter the Sung, — Antiols. 
7 | 


ladeed it is very fine could look upon en 
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S TL VIA. 


Day. | 
HE ARTWELL. 

8 for me, EY 

me 
SYLVI MA. 

If you could Sing and Dance ſo, I ſhould love tok 

upon you too. 
3 4 RTV ELI. 

Why 'twas I ſung and danc'd; I gave Muſick to 
Voice, and Life to their. — you 
Sylvia, ¶ Pulling ont 4 Purſe and chinking it.] here are 8 
and Dances, Poetry and — wk how ſwe 
one Guinea rh) mes to another------.and how t 
to the Muſick of their own Chink. This buys al 
Cother----- and this thou fhalt have; this, and all ti 
am worth for the Purchaſe of thy Love------Say, | 
mine then, ha? Speak Syren------Oons why do I | 
on her! Yet I muſt Speak dear Angel, mi 
Witch; do not rack me with Suſpence.  _ 

SYLVI A. 

Nay don't ſtare at me ſo-—--You make me bluſt 

I cannot look. 


HE ARTWELT. 

Oh Manhood, where art thou! What am I come 
A Woman's Toy; at theſe Years! Death, a bearded 
by for a Girl to dandle. O Dotage, Dotage! That! 
that noble Paſſion, Luſt, ſhould ebb to this degree 
No reflux of vigorous Blood: But milky Love ſuy 
the empty Channels; and prompts me to the Softnd 
a Chilc a meer Infant and would ack. Can 
love me, Syluia? ſpeak. 

S TL IA. 

I dare not ſpeak till I believe you, and indeed 5 

fraid to believe you yet. I 
HE ARTWELL. 

Death, how her Innocence torments and m 
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g. Child, is indeed the Art of Love; and Men are 
uy Maſters in it: But I'm ſo newly entred, Yo 
zot diſtruſt me of any Skill in the treacherous Myſte- 
Now by my Soul I cannot lye, though it were 
rve a Friend or gain a Miſtreſs; 
S 1TL VIA. 
uſt you lye then, if you ſay you love me? 
HE AR TWELL. 
To, no, dear Ignorance, thou heauteous Changeling: 
I tell thee I do:Jove- thee, and tell it for a Truth, 
ed Truth, which Fm aſhamed to diſcover. 
SYLVI A. . 
ut Love, they ſay, is a tender thing, that will ſmooth 


wns, and make calm an angry Face; will ſoften a 
ed Temper, and make ill humoured People good: 
look ready to fright one, and talk as if your Paſſion 


e not Love, but Anger. 
HEARTWELL | 
is both; for 1 am angry with my ſelf when I am 
ed with you — And a Pox upon me for loving thee 
well — yet I muſt on ——*Tis a bearded Arrow, 
will more eaſily be thruſt forward than drawn back. 
SYLY IA. ] 
deed if I were well aſſur d you loy'd; but how can 


well aſſur d? : 

| HE ARTWEL L. 
ake the Symptoms and ask all the Tyrants of 
Sex, if their Fools are not knownby this Party- coloured 
ry-----l am Melancholick, when thou art abſent : look 
an Aſs, when thou art preſent ; wake for thee, when I 
ld ſleep; and even dream of thee, when I amawake; 
much, drink little, eat leſs, court Solitude, am grown 
entertaining to my ſelf, and (as I am informed) ve- 
roubleſome to every body elſe. If this be not Love, 
Madneſs, and then it is pardonable— Nay yet a 
e certain ſign than all this; I give thee my Mony. 
STL VIA. 
but that is no ſign; for they ſay, Gentlemen will 


3 x give 


54 The Our BatcnutioR 


—.— to any ty Woman te come to Bed 
2 — you don't * 
for I won't be a Whore. 
HE ARTWELL. 
The more is the pity. F.4 
STBYI A. 

Nay, if you would marry me, yon ſhould not « 
to bed to Me=—————you have ſuch a Beard, and wo 
{6 prickle one. But do you intend to marry me? 

HEARTWELL. 

That a Foo} ſhould ask ſuch a malicious Queſſi 
Death, I ſhall be drawn in, before I know where [ 
— Howexer, I find I am pretty ſure of her Ce 
if Jam put to it, 3 Marry you? no, no, mk 
you. 


8 1L 14. I 
Nay, but if you love me, you muſt marry me; 
don't I know my Father lov'd my Mother, and 
married to her? 
5 — —8 here they lo 
y. ay, in old Days People married w 
but that Faſbion is ang d, C 
S TLVIA. 
Never tel mo that, I know it is not chtang d by 
ſelf; for I love you, and would marry you. 
HEARTWEL 
II have my Beard ſhay'd, it ſnat't kart thee, and 
STL VIA. 
No, no, I'm rot ſuch a Fool neither, but 1 _ | 
my ſelf honeſt;------Here, I won't keep any thi 
1 yours, I hate you now, [Throws the Purſe} and 1 U 5e 
; | ſee you again, *cauſe you'd have me be naught. [G# 
1 HEAATVEL L. 
N Damn her let her go, and a good riddance------Yet 
much Tendernefs and Beauty. and Honefty togetl 
a Jewel Stay Sylu;a-----But then to 2 
every Man pl 228 Fool once in his Life: But to mi 
| | is playing the Fool all ones Life long. STU 
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SFLFI a 
hat did you call me for? 

HE ARTWEL 8 
give thee all I hwe: And thou ſhalt live with me 
— thing ſo lixe my Wife, the World ſhall believe 
Nay, thou ſhalt think ſo thy felf-----Only let me 
think ſo. 


S2 514. 
o, I'll die before I'll be your Whore------as well as I 
you. 
4 HEARTWELTI, Aide. 
Woman, and ignorant, may be honeſt, when tis 
of Obitinacy and Contradiction------But *Sdeath it is 
a may be, and upon ſcurvy Terms------Well. fare- 
| then------if I can get out of Sight I may get the bet- 
of my ſelf, 


yell — good buy. nem and Hug. 

BEA RTWELL. 
a! Nay come, we'll kiſs at parting. [Kiſſes her.] By 
wn her Kiſs is ſweeter than Liberty-—---} will marry 
------there thou haſt don't. All my Reſolves meked 
hat Kiſs--—--0nc more. 

STLFI A. 

But when ? 

HE ARTWELL. 
m impatient till it be done; I will not give my ſelf 
erty to think, leſt I ſhould cool------I will aboat a Li- 


ce ſtraight----..In the Evening ex me One 
s more to confirm me mad — Bo 7 


tl LA 
Z „ha, ha, an old Fox trap 
Gd 1 
Tet S358 
etl | 
— 3 
5 D 4 SCENE 


| 
| 


* * 282 2 
— — nd 3 


— 7 
. ⁵˙—— ——— —.ÿj 


as if he had been going for a Midwife. 
fro; we may depend upon our Skill to fave us 


Painlove. I have found out a Pique ſhe has taken at l 
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Io Fee © VO ELL SAND $4 
"HEINE AL 


fTo her] Lucy. 


LESS me! you frighted me, I thought he had! 
come again, and had heard me. 

LUCY. | 
Lord, Madam, I meet your Lover in as much h 


STLY/ IA. 

He's going for a Parſon, Girl, the fore-runner d 
Midwife, ſome nine Months hence — Well, I find 
ſembling to our Sex is as natural as ſwimming to 4 


Plunge, tho? till then we never make the Experi 
But how haſt thou ſucceeded ? 

LUCY. | 
As you would wiſh=———Since there is no rechin 


and have fram'd a Letter that makes her ſue for Req 
ciliation firſt. I know that will dom———ywalk in 
Fil ſnew it you. Come, Madam, you're like to har 
happy Time on't, both your Love and Anger ſatisfied! 
All that can charm our Sex conſpire to pleaſe you. 


That Woman ſure enjoys a bleſſed Night, 
Whom Love and Vengeance both at once delight. 


End of the Third AF. 


* 1 
42 
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8 Es 75 8 7 
CT: 2e I. 
SCEN E, The Street. 


BELLMOUR n Fanatick Habit, SETTER. 


BELLMOUR. 
<p pretty near the Hour. [ Looking on his 
22 Well and how Setter hæ, does my 
Hypocriſie fit me, har? does it ſit eaſie on · 
me? 
SETTER: 
O moſt religiouſly well, Sir. 
BELLMOUR. 
wonder why all our young Fellows ſhould glory in 
Opinion of Atheiſm; when they may be ſo — 
re conyenĩently lewd under the Coverlet of Religion. 
S'ET TER. 
bud, Sir, away quickly, there's Fondlewife juſt und- 
Corner, and's coming this way. 
B EL LMO UX. 
ads ſo, there he is, he muſt not ſee me. 


SCENE IL, 


FonDLEwIFE, BARNABY. 


FONDLEWIFE.. 

day, I will tarry at om. 00 
BARNAB 4 * 

but, Sir, We. 


D 5 a 


time: But you fay —— 
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FONDLEWTIFE. 
Good kck! I profeſs the Spirit of ContradiQion | 
poileſt the Lad] fay will tarry at home — YVark!, 
| BARNABY. 
I have done, Sir, then farewell 00 Pound. 
 FONDLIEWI]IFE. . 
. Ha, how's that? Stay, ſtay; did you leave Word! 
you with his Wife? With Comfort her felf? - 
_— - # x 
I did; and Comfort will ſend Tribulation hither as { 
as ever he comes home! could have brought you! 
Mr. Prig, to have kept my Miſtreſs Company in the me 


FONDLIEVWVIFE, ; | 
How, how, fay Varler! I fay let him net con 
near my Doors, I fay, he is a wanton yeung' Lev 
and 1 himſelf up with Dainties, that he n 
look lovely in the Eyes of Women — Sincerely I am 
fraid he hath defiled the Tabernacle of our Sift 
Comfort; while her good Husband is deluded by his god 
c I fay, that even Luſt dorh fparkle in 
Eyes, and glow upon his Cheeks, and that I would 
ſoon truſt my Wife with a Lord's high-fed Chaplain, 
BD ARN ABT. 
Sir, the Hour draws nig — and nothing will 
done there till you come. 3 
FONDLIEWTEFE. 
And nothing can be done here t H 1 go — 80 
I' tarry, d'ye fee. | 
| B ARNABI. 
And run the Hazard to loſe your Affair, Sir! 
FON DL EVI EEB. 

Gocd “ck, god lack — ! profeſs it is a very ſufficied 
Vexation, for a Man to have a handſome Wife. 
7 B ARNAB T. 

Never, Sir, but when the Man is an inſufficient Hu 
band. Tis then indeed, like the Vanity of taking a fn 
Houſe, and yet be forced to let Lodgings, to help pay '\ 
Rent. | 15 


The OI D BATEHELOX. 59 

ne * Ae 

ofefs a very apt Compariſon, Vurlet. G6 i 

ty cots WEE th 12 1 will give her ſome In- 
actions, I will reaſon with her before I go. 


SCENE III. 
FoxDLEwiFE alone. 


ND in the mean time, I will reafon with my ſelf— 
X Tell me ac, why art thee jealous? Why art thee 
ruſtful of the Wife of thy Boſom? — Becauſe ſhe is 
ng and vigorous, and I am old and impotent | 
en why didſt thee marry, Iſaac ?——Becauſe fhe was 
utiful and tempting, and becauſe I was obſtinate and 
ting; ſo that my Inclination was (and is ſtill) greater 
n my Power -— And will not that which tempted 
e, allo tempt others, who will tempt her, Iſaac? — 
ar it much —— hut does not thy Wife love thee, nay 
it upon thee Ves — Why then! -— Ay, but to 
truth, ſhe's fonder of me, than ſhe has reaſon to be; 
| in the way of Trade, we ſtill fuſpe& the {mootheſt 
lers of the deepeſt Deſigns — And that ſhe has ſome 
ſigns deeper than thou canſt teach, th'haſt experiment- 
I'aac—— But Mum. | 


(WING BR. Ya AIG AG NE MEER 
Orb LL TwwPY 13 SERNNEYD FX. Foe VEE Jn 4 


SCENE IV. 


FonDLEWIiFE, LATITIA, 
LEATITIA. | 
ope my deareſt Jewel is not going to kaye nic — 
are you, Nm? | 


rox 
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| FONDLEWIFE. 
Wife Have you throughly conſider'd. how detel 
ble, how heinous, and how crying a Sin, the Sin of Ad 
tery is? have you weigh'd it, I ſay? For it is ant 
weighty Sin; and although it may lie heavy upon th 
yet thy Husband muſt alſo bear his Part: For thy Iniq 

ty will fall upon his Bead. od 

LETITI A. d 
Bleſs me, what means my Dear! 
' FONDLEWIFE. Aſide 

I profeſs ſhe has an alluring Eye; I am doubtful, v 
ther I ſhall-truſt her, even with Tribulation himſelf 
Speak, I ſay, have you conſidered, what it is to cuck 


your Husband? 
| k LAEATITI A, Aſide. 
I'm amazed: Sure he has diſcovered nothing 
has wrong'd me to my Deareſt? I hope my Jewel d 
not think, that ever I had any ſuch thing in my Head, 
ever will have. | 
FONDLEWIFE, 
No, no, I tell you I fhall have it in my Head — 
TLXTITI A. Aide. | 
I know not what to think. But I'm reſolv'd to 
the meaning of it. Unkind Dear! Was it for this} 
ſent to call me? is it not Affliction enough that you 
to leave me, but you muſt ſtudy to encreaſe it by unj 
Suſpicions? [Crying] Well — Well — you know 
Fondneſs, and you love to Tyrannize——- Go on 
Man, do, Triumph over my poor Heart, while it hol 
which cannot be long, with this Uſage of yours 
But that's what you want — Well, You will have j. 
Ends foon—— Yau will- You will—Yes it will br 
to oblige you, [5 
FONDLEWIFE © 
Verily I fear I have carried the Jeſt too far—Nay, k 
ou now if ſhe does not weep—'tis the fondeſt Foc 
ay, Cocky, Cocky, nay, dear Cocky, don't cry, I 
but in Jeſt, 1 was not ifeck, 1 
1 L 


WV... 
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LEATITAI 4, Aſide. 
then all's ſafe. I was terribly frig hted . -My Af. 
n is always your jeſt, bene ens Man! Oh t I 
Id love to this degree! yet— 
FOND L EI F E. 
ay, Cocky. © 
1 &TITIA | 
o, no, you are weary ef me, that's it-----that's — 
would get another Wife another fond Fool, 
her Heart.—- well, be as cruel as you can to me, Fit 
for you; and when I am dead with Grief; may you 
one that will love you as well as I have done: I ſtall be 
nted to lye at Peace in my cold Grave-----fince it 
pleaſe you, [Sighs. 
FONDLI'EWIFE. 
pod lack, good lack, ſhe would melt a Heart of Oak 
| profeſs I can hold no longer----Nay dear Cocky—- 
you't] break my Heart — Tfeck you will—=Sce 
have made me weep — made poor Nykin. we 
come kiſs, buſs poor Nykia — and I won't leave 
—— 1 loſe all firſt. : 
LEATITI 4, Aide. 

ow! Heav'n forbid! that will be torying. the Jeſt 
far indeed, 


FONDLEWIFE. 
on t you kiſs Ny 
LETITIA. 
o naughty Ny tin, you don't love me. 
FONDLEWIFE. 
iſs, kiſs, ifeck I do. 
LETITI 4. | 
o you don't, [She kiſſes him. 
FONDLEWIFE. | 
hat not love Cocky ! 
LETITIA. 
0—h, [Sighs. 
FONDLEWLIFE. | 
profeſs, I do love thee better than, goo Found — 


| , * R 
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and fo thou ſhalt ay. for PIl leave it to y! with th 

n 

No you fhan't neglect your Buſineſs for me. 
indeed you ſant Ny. If you don't go, III thint 
been dealous of me ſtill. 
FONDLEVIF E. | 
He, he, he, wilt thou poor Fool? Then I willy 
won't be dealous — Poor Cocky, kiſs Nykin, kiks | 
ee, ce, et Here will be the took Mau anon, to til 
Cocky and teach her how a Wife ought to behave 


ſelf. 
 LATITI 4, Alu. 
I hope to have one that will ſhew me how a 


ought to behave himlelf---1 ſhall be glad to learn, to f 


my Jewel, 
FONDLEWIFE. | 
That's my good Dear. Come kiſs Nykin once t 
2nd then get you in----So----Get. you in, an 


by. 
; LEATITIA. 
By Nykin. | 
IF FONDLEWIFE. J 
By Cocky. 
LAEATITI A. 
By N lin 


FO WN 155 
By Cocky, by, 1 | 


I! RAGS DIRE 
S C E N E v. 


VAINLOVE, 1 


SHARPER. 
OW! Araminta loſt | 
10 PFAINLOVE. . 
1. To confirm what 1 have ſaid, read this--s-. [Gf 
| | Letter, SI 
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_ SUMEPTR, Rand, | 

m, hum And what then appeur d a Fault, upon Re- 

u ſeems only an effect of a too powerful Paſſion. I a- 

give too great a Proof of my own at this time I am 

order for what I have written. But ſomething, I know 

bat, forced me. I only beg a favourable Cenſure of this 


SHARPER. 1 

! Pray Heav'n thou haſt not loft thy Wits, Here, 

ſhe's thy own, Man, :fign'd and {eal'd too To her, 

.-a delicious Mellon pure and conſenting ripe, and 
aits thy cutting up----She has been breeding Love 

> all this while, and juſt now ſhe's deliver d of it. 

VAINLOYVE, | 
> an untimely Fruit, and ſhe has miſcarried of her 


| | SHARPER. 3244411 
er leave this daran'd, ill natur d Whimſey, Frank 7 
haſt a ſickly peeviſh Appetite; only chew Love and 
digeſt it, | | 
VAINLOYE, © 
, When I feed my ſelf— But 1 hate to be 
'd----By Heav'n there's not a Woman, will give a 
the Pleaſure of a Chaſe: My Sport is always balkt 
ſrort----I ſtumble over the Game I would purſue 
is dull and unnatural to have a Hare run full in the 
s Mouth; and would diftafte the keeneſt Hunter 
1d have overtaken, not have met my Game. 
SHARPER. 
vever I hope you don't mean to forſake it; that 
„ wok a kind of a Mungril Cur's Trick. Well, are you 
e "Mall ? 


VAINLOPVE. 3 
ſhe will be there this Evening Tes, I will go 
and Nc ſrall {fee her Error in 
CHA AF EM. x bias. 
her Cloice gd. But thou canſt not be ſo great a- 


as to Gight her, 


ur Araminta, __ 


* 
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VAINLOPYE. 
1 ſhould diſappoint her if I did not-----By her V 
ment I'ſhould think ſhe expects it. 


All Naturally fly what does purſue : 
V fir Men ſhould be coy when Women woe. 


CSE RICE: 


8 CENE VI. 
A_ Room in Fondle wife“ Houſe. 


A SERVANT introducing BELLMOUR is Ent | 
with a Patch upon one Eye, and a Book in his Hand. 


SERVANT. 
EREs a Chair, Sir, if you pleaſe Dome your i 
My. Miſtreſs is coming, Sir. 

BELLMOUR. 

Secure in my Diſguiſe, 1 have out-fac'd Sufpici 

and eyen dar'd Diſcovery This Cloak my 8. 

Rity, and truſty Scarrons Novels my Prayer-Book- 

Methinks I am the very Picture of Montiſar in the Hy 
crites----Oh! ſhe comes. 


4 4 * XN - - 
! * 2 — (-» — ” yy A NY” 1 P x - 
7 n 22 * 0 8 


8 * VII. 


BELLMO UM, LATITIA; 


= C0? breaks Aurora through the Veil of Night, 
Thus fly the Clouds, divided by her Light, 

Ad eV'ry Eye receives a new. born Sight. 

3 [Throwing of bi Cloak, Patch, i 

anne 

Thus ſtrew'd with Bluſhes, like---Ah! Heav'n defend! 

Who's this? | * him, fi 

BEL 
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BELLMOUR. 


our Lover. 
L XTIT7 4. 
ainlove's Friend! I know his Face, and he has betray'd 
to him. | EAſide. 
. BELLMOUR. | ; 
our'e ſurprized. Did you not expect a Lover, Ma- 
? thoſe Eyes ſhohe kindly on my firſt Apycarance, 
> now they are o'er-caft. | 
LETITIA. 
I may well be ſurpriz'd at your Perſon and Impudence; 
y are both new to me You are not what your firſt 
pearance premiſed:; The Piety of your Habit was wel- 
me, but not the Hypocriſy. 
BELL MOUR,. 
Rather the Hypocriſy was welcome, but not the Hy- 
rite, Pf 
LATITI A. 
Who are you, Sir? You have ,miſtaken the Houſe 
e. 


B ELLMO UX. 

I have Directions in my Pocket, which agree with 

ry thing but your Unkindneſs, [ Pulli out the Letter, 
LATITI A. 

My Letter! Baſe Vainlove! Then 'tis too late to diſſem- 

. [46+] *Tis plain then you have miſtaken - Per- 

. | Going. 


 BELLMOUR 
If we part ſo I'm miſtaken----Hold, hold, Madam 
onfeſs 1 have run inta an Errror I beg your Pardon 
houſand times What an eternal Blockhead am I! Can 
u forgive me the Diſorder I have put you into 
t it is a Miſtake which any Body might have made. 
; L ATITI A. 

What can this mean! Tis impoſſible he ſhould be miſ- 
Ken after all this — A handſome Fellow if he had not 
riß d me: Methinks, now 1 look on him again, I 
dal not have him miſtaken, e.] We are all = 
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ble ro Miſtakes, Sir: If you own it to be ſo, there og 
no farther Apology. | 
BEELMOUR. 

' Nay Paith, Madam, tis 2 pleaſant one; and 
your hearing. Expecting a Friend, laſt Ni 
Lodgings, Fill twas late; my Intimacy wit . 
me the freedom of his Bed: He not coming home 
Night, a Letter was deliver'd to me by a Servant, in 
Morning: Upon the peruſal 1 found the Content 
charming, that I could think of nothing all Day, but 
ting em in Practice till paſt now, (the firſt rin 
ever look'd upon the Superſcription) I am the moſt 
priz'd in the World to find it directed to My. Vai 
Gad, Madam, I ask you a Million of Pardons, -and 
make you any Satisfaction. 

ETI 

I am diſcover d And either Vainlove is not 
er he has handſomely excus'd him. 
| - BELLIMOUR, 

You appear concern'd, Madam. 

IL TITI A. 
J hope you are a Gentleman Id ſince you 
y to a weak Woman's Failing, won't turn it tv 
Prejudice of her Reputation. Teu look as if you! 
more Honour 
BELLMOUR. 

And more Love; or m 4 is a falfe Witneſs, 

deſerves to be pillory'd—No, by Heav'n, I ſwear — 
L 2 117 FI A. 
Nay, don't ſwear if you'd have me beliere you 


| promiſe— = 
BELLMO U SS hs 
well, I promiſe 4 Promifſe is fo cob ail 
me leave to ſwear----by thoſe Eyes; thoſe killing Ef 
by thoſe healing Lips.----Oh! preſs the ſoft Charm 
to mine, — and ſeal em up for ever. SH 
L Tt T f A. 


Upon thit'Coldiriva, 


bai 
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BELEMOUR. 
ity was in that Moment One more, * 
ondition. 
L X# * TI — a 1 
now -l never faw thing ſo a eeably im- 
4 Aide. Won't you cadre ms for this now ? 
but tis to buy your Silence, R.] Oh, but what 
doing! 


5 EE LMO UR. | 
ing! No Tongue can expreſs it——not thy own ; 
my thing, but thy Lips. I am faint with Exceſs of 
Ob, for Love-fake, kad me any whither, 
$4 may lye wa; quickly, for I'm raid 1 ſhall 

a Fit, 
L 2 TITIA. 
eſs me! What Fit? 
BEELMOUR. 

„ a Convullion——1 feel the Symptoms, 
Ly LATIT 5 1 
oes it hold you long? Fm raid fo carry to 
Chamber, g 755 1 


BELLMOUR. 
no: Let me lye down upon the Bed; the Pit 
2 over. 8 


* — \ — * . - 
- * . Px — £ 
— - i . * 
- N — _— — 
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* SCENE. vin. 
on SCENE Si. james“ Park. 


ARAMINTA and Belinda meeting. 


lt BELIND A. 
gd, e I am A have 
been at Exchange fince, and am fo 6 — 


AR AMINT A, 
iy, what's the Matter? 


* 


BELIN: 


<: 
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BELIND A. 

Oh the moſt inhumane, barbarous Hackney-Co; 
am joltcd to a Jelly——Am I not horridly touz 7 

Fulls out a Pocket-( 
| ARAMINT A. 
Y.our Head's a little out of order. 
6 B ELIN DA. 

A little! O frightful! What a furious Phyz I hin 
moſt rueful! Ha, ha, ha: O Gad, I hope no bod 
come this Way, till I have put my ſelf a little in q 
—— Ah! my Dear — I have ſeen ſuch unhbewn( 
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tures fince—— Ha, ha, ha, I can't for my Soul + 
thinking that 1 look juſt like one of em Goo. 
pin this, and I'll tell you Very well 80, t . 
you my Dear — But as | was telling you ——Piſh, h. 
is the — = Lock — So, as I was telling SN h 


ms ye like me now? Hideous ha? Frightful 
W 
ARAMINTA. 
No, no; you're very well as can be. 
B ELIN DA. 
And ſo—But where did I leave off, my Dear? 1 
telling you — | 


AR AMIN TA. 
You were about to tell me ſomething, Child — 
you left off before you began. 
; | B ELIN DA. 

Oh; a moſt comical Sight: A Co Squire; 
the Equipage of a Wife and two Daughters, cam 
Mrs. Shi elk Ps Shop while W oh 
Two mY unlick's -» 3 

4+ ARAMIN TA, 
I warrant, plump, Cherry-check'd.Country Girls, 
55 ELIN. D A. 

Ay, O my Conſcience, fat as Barn-Door Fow!: ! 
ſobedeck'd, you wauld have taken em for Friex lama ft 
with their Feathers growing the wrong way — 0 

Out-landiſh Creatures! Suc Tramm00s@n4, ud Forcigt 


— P 
— 


2 
„ 
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e Faſhion, or any thing in Practice! I had not Pati- 
to behold I undertook the modelling of one of 
Fronts, the more modern Structure- — 
AR AMINTA. © 
eſs me, Couſin: wy would yu affront any Body 
They might be Gentlewomen o aver Family— 
* B ELIN PDA. 7 good ' 
fa very ancient one, I dare frees; by their Dreſs 
Affront! Pſhaw, how you're miſtaken! The poor 
ture, I warrant, was as full of Curtſies, as if I had 
her Godmother ; The Truth on't is, I did endea- 
r to make her look like a Chriftian——and ſhe was 
ible of it; for ſhe thank*d me, and gave me two Ap- 
, piping hot, out of her Under-Petticoat Pocket. 
ha, ha: And t'other did fo ſtare and gape — I far- 
her like the Front of her Father's Hail; her Eyes 
e the two = Windows, and her Mouth the — 
or, moſt hoſpitably kept open, for the Entertainment | 
ravelling Flies, 
AR AMINTA. 
jo then; you have been diverted. What did they buy? 
- BELIND AX. 
Why, the Father bought a Powder-Horn, and an Al- 
ack, and a Comb-Caſe; the Mother, a great Fruz- 
wer, and a fat Amber-Necklace; the Daughters galy 
two Pair of Kid-leather Gloves, with trying em 
Oh Gad, here comes the Fool that did x 
Lady Rees — Day. em To Vu 


[To them] Dr | 


| ARAMINTA 
AY be he may not icon ws again 


—— — — = 
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I] Male — Ignorance, 
Ve put an our to e his 
[They pur n they 

Sir FOSEPH WITFOLL. 

Nay, Gad, Pl pick up; I'm reſolv d to make 4 
On't——-Fll go to Alderman by and by 
get 5o Pieces more from him. Adſlidikins, Bah, 
wallow in Wine and Women. Why, this ſame 
Wine has made me as light as a Graſhopper 
hiſt, Bully, doſt thou ſee thoſe Tearers? [ ng: 
what here i. ———— Look you what here is —— Tall 
era tl. -lol—— A Gad, Cother a 
Madera, and I durſt have attack d em in my om 
per Perſon, without your help. 

| BLUFFE. 

Come on theo, Kdight But Oye know 
to {ay to em? 
| Sw FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
1 1 Pooh, Pox, I've enough to fa 
that is, if I can but think on't: Truth! 
— hut a treacherous Memory. 

B E L IN D A. 

O frightful! Couſin, What ſhall we do? Theſet 
come towards us. 

AR AMINTA. 

No matter -I ſee Vainlove coming this W 
and, to canfeſs my Failing, I am willing to git 
an Opportunity of making his Peace with r | 
to rid me of theſe Coxcombs, when I ſeem of 
With em, will be a fair one. 

| B L UF FE. 
Ladies, by theſe Hilts you are well met. 
AR AMIN 12 
We are afraid not. 4 * 
5 L UF FE. 


What ſays * pretty” little Knapfack Carrier. 1 
BELIND 4 
monſtrous filthy Fellow! Good lovenly 2 
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| Bluffe, (what is your hideous Name?) be gone: 
tink of Brandy and Tobacco, moſt Soldier-like. 
Spits. 
Sir 22 WITTOLL, 5 
d am 1 ä down in the Mouth, and have 


ie Word to [Aue. 
4 R AMINT A. 

zope my Fool has not Confideuce enough to be trou- 

* - Alte. 


Sir 708 E PEH WITTOLL. 


m! Pray, Nadam, which way's the Wind? 
ee 

pithy Queſtion—Alave you ſent | your Wits for 

ature, Sir, that you enquire ? 

Sir 7os EPH WITTOLL. 

ay, now Im in I can prattle like a Mag- 


Aldi. 
iy 54 1 WT; J 2 * 
SCENE X. 


bem] SHARPER and VALNLOVE at ſame diftapce. 


BELIND 4. 
EAR Arnmima, I'm tir, | "IM 


AAA INT. A. 
but pulling off aur Mas 5, and obligi gr 
n us. 1'll be rid of by fair Means 


„Sir 70 ſhall b m1 re. , 
ec e ou ſee ane that Nil be J 80.6 nd 
in Diſcourſe with you he Giſcreet——No Re- 


but a Tarent. 
Sr FOSEPH.W ITT OLE. 
e great Fortume, that diued at my Lady Freelo:: 452 


fojeb, thou art. a, made Man. Tm. in Love 
* e Ears, But Fl be deer, By x 14 Nos 


J 
& BLUFFE, 


. 2 
+ -- art 
, - 
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— > 
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durſt not approach — Nay, come Couſin, be Fi 


the future? —_ 
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BLUFFE. 

Nay, by the World. T'll fee your Face. 
BELINDA. 

You ſhall, Un 

SHARPER, 

Ladies, your humble Servant We were 4 

you would not have given us leave to know you, 

AR AMINTA. 

We thought to have been private But | 

Fools have the ſame Advantage over a Face in a | 

that a Coward has, while the Sword is in the 800 

— So were forced to draw in our own Defe 

BLUFFE. | 

My Blood riſes at that Fellow : I can't ftay wh 

is; and I muſt not draw in the Park. [To Sir jo 

Sir FOSEPH WITTOLE. 

I wiſh I durſt ſtay to let her know my Lodging, 


-k - | ATP 2 TY SG 5 3 9 } RL * 5 N 


Ax AMX TA, BEIIN DIA, VAINLOVE, SHARM 


SHARPER. 

HERE is in true Beauty, as in Courage, { 
what, which narrow cannot dare to admi 

And ſee, the Owls are fled, as at the break _ 
BELIN DPI. 

Very court I believe, Mr. Valve has not 
his Eyes, ſince break of Day neither, he looks 4s 


with him — I ſwear he looks fo very ſimply, bs 

— Well, a Lover in the State of Sex 
from his Miſtreſs, is like 2 Body without a Soul. 

Vainlove, ſhall Ide bound for your good. Behayic 


TU 


x & It 
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FAINZOVE: "ARE Y 
Tow mult I pretend Ignorance equal to hers, of what 
cont as Ky as 1. Aſide) Men are apt to offend 
true) where they find moſt Goodnels to forgive 
Madam, I hope J ſhall prove of a Temper, not to 
Mercy, by committing new Offences, 
ARAMINTA. 


BELIND A. 


have broke the Ice for you, Mr. Vainlove, and ſo I 

you. Come, Mr. Sharper, you and I will take a 
, and laugh at the Vulgar Both the great 
gar and the ſmall — Oh Gad! I have a great Paſſion 
wle Don't you admire him? 

SHARPER. 

h Madam! He was our Engliſh Horace. 

BELIND A. | 
ſo fine! So extreamly fine! So every thing in the 
Id that I like — Oh Lord, walk this Way — I fee 
uple, I'll give you their Hiſtory, 


— a £ — - N - - — 1 . . , ” 
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SCENE XI. 


ARAMINTA, VAINLOVE. 


V AINLOVE. | | 
nd, Madam, the Formality. of the Law muſt be ob- 
rv'd, tho' the Penalty of it be diſpens'd with; and 
fender muſt plead to his Araignment, though he 
ls Pardon in his Pocket. 

ARAMINTA. | 
i amaz' d]! This Inſolence exceeds t'other ;==onm— 
ver has encourag'd you to this Aſſurance pre- 
bg upon the Eaſineſs of my Temper, has much de- 
eu, and ſo you ſhall find. | 


I, E V AIN- 


* 
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VAINLOVE. 
Hey day! Which way now? Here's fine doukling 


AR AMINTA. 5 
Baſe Man! Was it not enough to affront me 
your ſawcy Paſſion? 
VAINLOPVE.. 
"You have given that Paſſion a much kinder Epi 
ö chan ſawycy, in another Place. 
ANA, : 
Another Place] Some villainous Deſign to blaſt 
Honour — But, tho' thou hadſt all the Treacherj 
Malice of thy Sex, thou canſt not lay a Blemiſh on 
Fame No, I have not err'd in one fayc 
Thought of Mankind How Time might have 
ceiv d me in you, I know not; my Opinion ws 
| young, and your early Baſeneſs has prevented its gi 
ing to a wrong Belief —— Unworthy, and ago 
Be gone, and neyer ſee me more. ; 
V AINLOPVE. 


— — — 8 
— 
4 — — 


— 
— 
2 
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ö Did I dream? Or do I dream? Shall I believe 
Eyes, or Ears? The Viſion is here till Your! 
| fion, Madam, will admit of no farther reaſoning 


i But here's a filent Witneſs of your Acquaintance. 
iþ [Takes out the Letter, and offers it: She ſnatches it, 
| throws it away. 
AR AMINTA. 
' There's Poiſon in every thing you touch — Bl 


will follow— | 
| | V AINL OPVE. | 
That Tongue, which denies what the Hands | 


done. 


ARAMINT A. 

Still my ſtically ſenſeleſs, and Ons 106 
mult leave the Place. 

VAINLOPVE. 

| No, Madam, I'm gone She knows her: Nane 

if it, which ſhe will be unwilling to expoſe to the Cen 

fi of the firſt Finder, AR 
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AR AMINTA.' 


1p, oman's Obftinacy made me blind, to what Woman's 
4 riohty NOW IT me to ſee. [Takes up the Letter. 
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SCENE xu. 


BELIx DA, SHARPER, 


Ep 

laſt BELIN DA. 

er] TAY, we have ſpared no Body, I fwear. Mr. Sha: 
on per, you're a pute Man; where did you get this e- 

FC ent Talent of Railing? + 

ave S8 HARPER. 

wu b, Madam, the Talent was born with me 

sg nfeſs, I have taken care to improve it; to qualiſie me 

rate the Society of Ladies. 
| BEL IND: 

| ay, fure Railing is the ben — in a Wo- 

eve M's * | ; | 


% 
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[Tb them] Fooruax. 


SHARPER 
HE ſecond beſt indeed I think. 
__ BELIND A. 
ow now, Pace? Where's my Couſin ? 
FOOTM AN. 

es not very well, Madam, and has ſent to know, 

3 Ladyſhip would have the Coach come _ for 
amel BELIND JM. 
Ce Lord, no, III ge along with her. Come, Mr. Shar. 


Ak E 2 


Mou $an't tum in, Nykin------Run into my 
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SCE N E RXV. | 
SCENE A Chander in Fondlewife's Hu 


LATITIA and BELLMOUR, his Cloak, Hat, &c. 
looſe about the Chamber. 
BELLMOUR, 
] ER E's no Body, nor no Noiſe——"twas . 
but your Fears, 
L AZTITIAF. 

J durſt have ſworn, I had heard my Monſter's. 
I ſwear, I was heartily frightned-------Feel hoy 
Heart beats. 

BE LLMOUR. 
"Tis an Alarm to Love Come in again, 


FONDLEWIFE . 
h Cocky, Cocky, where are you Cocky? 5 
ome. 


s — 


LATITIA. 
Ah! There he is. Mike haſte, gather up your ti 
FONDLEWIEFE, 
Cocky, Cocky, open the Door. 
BELLMOUR. 
Pox choak him, would his Horns were in his T. 
My Patch, my Patch. Looking about, and gathering up 15 
LATITIA. | 
My Jewel, art thou there? No matter for you; 


ber, quickly, quickly. You s an't tum in. 
FON DEEVI FE. 
Nay, pr'ythee, Dear, i' feck I'm in haſte, 
LATITI A, 1 
Then Tll let you in. (lo en: il 
SCE 
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| Cs; :, : hay ET 
SCENE. XVI, 
11714, FONDLEWIFE, Sir JOSEPH WITTOL. 


FONDLEWTITFE. 

15S, Dear -I met the Maſter of the Ship by the. 
way — And I muſt have my Papers of Accounts- 

of your Cabinet. 

L ATITI A. 


Dh, l'm undone! [ 4/ide. 
oil Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
ray, firſt let me have gol. good Alderman, for I'm in. 


e. 
% 1 


bow 


FONDLEWIFE. 
| bundred has already been paid, by your Order, Fif- 
I have the Sum ready in Gold, in my Cloſet. 


* 2 TI 1 — I., - F - 
JAY dE Ge nn ire, 


SCENE XVII 
LETIT IA, Sir JOSEPH Wr1rTTOLL; 


Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
GAD, it's a curious, fine, pretty Rogue; I'll ſpeak 


to her--------Pray, Madam, what News d'ye hear? 
LEATITI A. a 
ir, I ſeldom ſtir abroad. [Walks about in Diſorder, 


Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL, + 
wonder at that, Madam, for tis moſt curious fine. 
ather. 


his 


LATIFI AM: 


Methinks *thas been very ill Weather. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLT: 
you ſay, Madam, tis pretty bad Weather, and has 
Wo a great while. : 
tl E 3 
CE 


SCENE 
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| [ ] ERE are fifty Pieces in this Purſe, Sir Foſeph-- 
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SIONS PRAC Forge 9 N77! 2255 Nr 
SCENE XVIII. 


(Td them] FoONDLEWIFE. 
FONDLEVI FE. 


If you will tarry a Moment, till I fetch my Pape 
I'!] wait upon you down Stairs. 
| LXTITIA. 
RNuin'd, paſt Redemption! What ſhall I do- Ha! 
Fool may be of uſe. (Aide) [A. Fondlewife is going 
the Chamber, ſhe runs to Sir Joſeph, almoſt puſhes him d 
and cries out.] Stand off, rude Ruffian. Help me, 1 
Dear--------O bleſs me! Why will you leave me ak 
with ſuch a Satyr? | 
i FON DLEVIF E. 
Bleſs us! What's the Matter? What's the Matter? 
LETITIA 
Your Back was no ſooner turn'd; but like a Lion, 
came open Mouth'd upon me, and would have rayil 
a Kiſs from me by main Force. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
O Lord! Oh terrible! Ha, ha, ha, is your Wife m 
Alder man? ä 
LEATITI A. | | 
Oh! I'm ſick with the Fright ; won't you take 
out of my Sight? N 
FONDLEWIFE. 
Oh Traitor! I'm aſtoniſhed. Oh bloody-minded Ti 
tor! 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Hey-day! Traitor your ſelf——-By the Lord Ha 
was in moſt Danger of being raviſh'd, if you go totl 
-  FONDLEWIFE. 
Oh, how the blaſphemous Wretch ſwears! Out of! 
Houſe, thou Son of the Whore of Babylon; Off-{pring 


th 
A) 
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and the Dragon-------Bleſs us! Raviſh my Wife! my. 
%! Oh Shechemite ! Be gone I fay. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. | 
hy, the Devil's in the People, I think. 


N 
* 


e ee 
SCENE XIX. 
LETITIA, FONDLEWIFE. 


L ATITI A. 
} HY won't you follow, and ſee him out of Doors, 
my DeapF- 2307 Eon ho - 1 MOEN Cohen dk 
FONDEEWTFE.” 
I ſhut this Door, to ſecure him from coming back 
Give me the Key of your Cabinet, Cocky------Ra- . 
\ my Wife before my Face! I warrant he's a Papiſt . 
his Heart, at leaſt, if not a Fench- Man. 
 L ATITI A. 
What can I do now! [fide] Oh! my Dear, I have 
n in ſuch a Fright, that I forgot to tell you, poor 
r. Shintext has a {ad Fit of the Cholick, and is forced 
lye down upon our Bed------You']] diſturb. him; I 


e n tread ſoftlier. 
FONDLEWIFE. 
Alack poor Man-------no, no you don't know the 
ke pers. -I won't diſturb him; give me the Key. 
by [She gives him the Key, goes to the Chamber Door, and. 
2 ſpeaks ant. 
d Ti W T1724 


'Tis no Body but Mr. Foudlewife, Mr. Spintexr, lye (till 
your Stomach; Tying on your Stomach; will caſe you 
the Cholick, | 


FONDLEWIFE. 
Ay, ay, lye ſtill, lye ſtill; don't let me diſturb you. 


„ 49g SCENE 


ring 


. 


The OLD BarcntLon, 


0 = # ' ' ' 4 * — i 
. 9 * / 4- MM WV ** e -= my | | 1 7 ” 
Ns \ S Q ALY 


SCENE XX. 
LATITIA, alone. 


LXTITIA. 
URE, when he does not ſee his Face, he won 
cover him. Dear Fortune, help me but this once, 
Il never run in thy Debt again But this Oppert 
ty is the Devil. | 


II. CN RAI ASY YAY 


SCENE XXI. 


F@NDLEWIFE return. with Papers. 
FONDLEWIFE. 


G2 lack! good lack .I profeſs, the pl r 
Man is in great Torment, he lyes as flat. 
vou ſhould heat a Trencher, or a Napkin--------Wik c 


Deborab? Let her clap ſome warm thing to his 
mach, or chafe it with a warm Hand, rather than 
What Book's this? [Sees the Book that Bellmour 


L XTI TIA. 
Mr. Spintex!'s Prayer-Book, dear Pray Heavi 
be Prayer-Book. [4 


FONDLEVWIFE. 

Good Man! I warrant he dropped it on purpoſe, ti 

ou might take it up, and read ſome of the pious In 

— Taking up the Book] O bleſs me! O monitn 
A Prayer-Book? Ay, this is the Devil's Pater- 

Hold, let me ſee; The Innocent Adultery. 
LATITIA. 

Misfortune! now all's ruin'd again. [AM 

BELLMOUR Peeping. © 

Damn'd Chance! It I had gone a Whoring * 


— 


* FOE Ra 
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Zice of Piety in my Pocket, I had never been diſco- 
d. | 


FONDLEWIFE. 
(dultery, and innocent! O Lord! Here's Doctrine 
here's Diſcipline! 
f LXTI TIA. 
Dear Husband I'm amaz d Sure it is a goed 
k, and only tends to the Speculation of Sin. 
FONDLEV IF E. 


zpeculation! No, no; ſomething went farther than Spe- 
tion when I was not to be let in------Where is this 
xcryphal Elder! I'll ferret him. | 

| LATITIA. 
'm- ſo diſtracted, I can't think of a Lie. [Aue. 
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SCENE XXI. 


11714, n F oMDLEZ VITE haling o BELLMOUR; 


 FONDLEWIFE.. 
OME out here, thou Ananias incarnate Who, 
how now! Who have we here? 
LATITIA. * 
; ieks, as ſurprix d. 1 
eri 5 
ph, thou ſalacious Woman! Am I then brutified? Ay, 
it here; I ſprout, I bud, I bloſſom, I am. ripe- 
mad. But who in the Devil's Name are you? 
cy on me. for. ſwearing. But : 
LATITIA. 
jb, Goodneſs keep us! Who's this? Who are you? 
at are you? - 3 


— 


BELLMO UX. 


N dh, 

| LETITIA. 

rich UF the Name of the------O ! Good, my Dear, don't 
Prin Es come 
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© No, indeed Dear. 4. 


come near it, I'm afraid tis the Devil; m—_—_— 

Hoots, Dear. 
FONDLE 17 JF E. 

| Indeed, and I have Horns, Dear. The Devil, no, | 

afraid, tis the Fleſh, thou Harlot. Dear, with: the | 

Come Syren, ſpeak, confeſs, who is this reverend, bn 

* ny Paſtor? 


== L ATITI A. 
Indeed, and indeed now my dear 15 —I. 
faw this wicked Man before. 
FONDLEWIFE. 
Oh, it is a Man then, it ſeems, 
LATITI A. 
Rather, ſure it is a Wolf in the cloathing of a Shey 
FONDLEVIF E. 

Thou art a Devil in his proper Cloathing, Won 
Fleſn. What, you know nothing of him, but bis Fk 
here! — You don't love Mutton? — you Magdala 
converted. 

B EL LMO UR. , 

Well, now, I know my Cue— That is, very | 
— to excuſe her, and very impudently * 
elf. 0 

3 

Why then, I wiſh ! may never enter into the Ht 
of your Embraces again, my Dear, if ever I fay 
Face betore. | 

FONDLEWIFE, 
O Lord! O ſtrange! I am in admiration of your 
pudence. Look ar bim a little better; he is more 
deſt, I warrant you, than o deny it. Come, were 
two neyer Face to Face before? Speak. 
B EL LMO UX. 
Since all Artifice is vain —— And I think my 6 
liged to ſpeak the Truth in juſtice to your Wife 
FONDLE Ww 1 FE. 
Humph. 
LATITIA, 


- 
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FONDLEVIFE. 1 4 
"7 6nd you are both in à Story; that J muſt con- 
F to be — of the Cholick? - 
"n't you know your Patient, Mrs. Quack? Oh, lye 
on your Stomach, lying upon your Stomach will cure 
u of the Cholick. Ah' Anſwer me, Fezabel? 
LATITI A. 
Let the wicked Man anſwer tor himſelf; does he 
Ink that I have nothing to do but excuſe him; *tis e- 
ugh, if I can clear my own Innocence to my own - 
Ar. 


BE LLMO UX. 
By my troth, and ſo tis have been a little too 
kward, that's the truth ont. 
FONDLEVI FE. 
ome, Sir, who are you, in the firſt Place? And what 
ou? 
F BELLMOUR. 
Whore-maſter. w 4 
FONDLEWTIFE. | 
ery Conciſe, 
| LATITIA. 
O beaftly, impudent Creature. 
FONDLEWIFE. 
ell Sir, and what came you hither for? 
| BELLMOUR, 
o lye with your ife. 
FONDLEV TFE. 3 
ood again A very civil Perſon this, and I be: 
e ſpeaks Truth. + : 
rr 
Oh, inſupportable Impudence 
FONDLEVIFE. 
ell, Sir Pray be cover'd and you have 
b] You have finiſh'd the Matter, heh? And 1 am, as I 
juld be, a fort of a civil Perquiſite to a Whore-maſter, 
da Cuckold, heh. Is it not ſo? Come, I'm inclining 
clere every Word you fy 
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BELLMOUR. | 
Why, Faith, I muſt confeſs, ſo I deſignd you 
you were a little unlucky in coming ſo ſoon, and! 
der d the making of your own Fortune. * 
FON DLEVIF E. . 
Humph. Nay, if you mince the Matter once, 
go back of your Word; you are not the Perſon It 
you for. Come, come, on bold! What, d 
be aſham'd of your Profeſſion Confeſs, conſeſ 
ſhall love thee the better for't——1 ſhall, i feck 
What, doſt think I don't know how to behave my 
in the Employment of a Cuckold, and have been ti 
Tears Apprentice to Matrimony? Come, come, | 
dealing is a Jewel. | 
BELL MOUR. 
Well, fince I ſee thou art a good honeſt Fellow, 
confeſs the whole Matter to thee. | 
FONDLEWIFE, 
Oh, I am a very honeſt Fellow —— Yeu ney! 
with an honeſter Man's Wife in your Life. : 
LATITI4. 
How my Heart akes! All my comfort lyes in his 
pudence, and Hcay'n be prais'd, he has a conſider b ö 
Lion. 0 
| BELLMOUR. 18 
In ſhort then, I was informid of the Opportur | 
your Abſence, by my Spy, (for faith, honeſt T/aac, 1 
a long time deſign d thee this Favour) I knew 5a 
was to come by your Direction — But I laid a Trp 
bim, and procured his Habit; in which, I paſsdy 
your Servants, and was conducted hither. I pretend 
Fit of the Cholick, to excuſe my lying down upon 
Bed; hoping that when ſhe heard of it, her good Ni 
would bring her to adminiſter Remedies for my Dil 
er — You know what might have follow d. 
ike an uncivil Perſon, you knock'd at the Door, * 
your Wife was come to me, 
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FONDLEWIFE. 
a! This is Apocryphal; I may chuſe whether I will 


eye it or no. 2 
BELL MO UR. 


That you may, faith, and I hope you Won't believe i a 
rd on't-----But I can't help telling the Truth, for my 


of 


FONDLEWIFE. 
»w! wou'd not you have me believe you, ſay you? 
BELLMOUR. 
No; for then you muſtof Conſequence part with your 
ife, and there will be fome Hopes of having her upon 
Publck; ; then the Encouragement of a ſeparate Main- 


F ONDLEWIFE. 
No, no; for that Matter,-----when ſhe and I part, ſhell 
y her ſeparate Maintenance about her, 
MASSES NS 
Ah, cruel Dear, how can you be ſo barbarous? You'll 
ak my Heart, if you talk of parting. [Cries, 
FONDLEVIE F. | | 
Ab, diſſembling Vermin !? 
| BELL MOUR.. 

How can'ſt thou be ſo cruel, Iſaac? Thou haſt the 
eart of a Mountain-Tyger. By the Faith of a ſincere 
nner, ſhe's Innocent me. Go to him, Madam, 
ng your ſnowy Arms about his ſtubborn Neck; bath 

relentleſs Face in your falt trickling Tears. — | 
[She goes and haygs upon his Neck, and kiſſes him. Bell- 

mour kiſſes her Hand behind Fondlewitc's Back. 

, a few ſoft Words, and a Kiſs, and the good Man 
elts. See how kind Nature works, and boils-oyer in 


| LATITI 4, 

Indeed, my Dear, I. was but juſt come down. Stairs; 
hen you knock'd at the Door; and the Maid told me 
Ir. Spintext was ill ef the Cholick, upon our Bed. And 
on't you ſpeak to me, cruel __—_ Indeed, I'll die, if 
bu don't, FON. 


— 
— 2—— 7 


own Eyes. 


enough, No Thanks to you, Sir, for her Virtue 
ut, ll bon you the Way out of my Houle, if youpf 


6 + wy} 
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0 (98, FOND LEWTFE, 3 
Ah! No, no, I cannot ſpeak, m y Heart's 10 f 

1 have been a tender Husband, a ade Voke He 
ou know I have- But thou haſt been a faithleſ, | 
Wb, and the itte. —-Fleh! Art thou not vile and; 


clean, Heh? Speak. [Way 
LETITIA. | 
. No-h. . bs 
FONDLEWIFE. | 
Oh, that I could believe thee! | 
LEATITI 4. 
Oh, my Heart will break. [Seeming 1, 
FONDLEWIFE © 


Heh, how! No, ſtay, ſtay, I will believe ths; [ 
— Pray bend her forward, Sir. | 
LETITIA.. 

Oh! Oh! Where is my Dear? 
', FONDLEWVWIFE, 
Here, here; I do believe thee.------1 won't bellen 


B E LLMOTL R. 

For my Part, I am fo char md with the Love of 
Turtle to you, that I'll go and ſollicit Matrimony 
all my Might and Main. 

: FO — DLEWIFE... 
Well, well, Sir; as long as I believe it, tis 


Come, my Dear. Nay, 1 will belieye thee, I do, it 
BELIMOUR, | 

See the great Bleſſing of an eaſie Faith; Opinion 
not err. 


No Husband, by bis Wife, can be deceiv'd; 
She ſtill is virtuous, if ſhe's ſo beliru d. 


End of the Fourth At. 
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CT v. 80 EN E. I. 
SCENE, The Street. 


ELLMOUR is Fanatick Habit, SeTTER, HEAR T- 
WELL, Lvcy. 
BELLMOUR, 
= Ee! Well encounter'd. 
1 : -— DI TIM. 


PTY 
SEX: = SD 27 "be Xe 
oe? 71 5 . Jl Fg 1 | 


4 : 
* =; N Joy of your Return, Sir. Have you made 
good Voyage? or have you brought your 
oven Lading back ? 
LAN) Pda  _ BELLMOUR. 
o, J have brought nothing but Ballaſt back made 
licious Voyage, Setter; and might have rode at Anchor 
e Port till this Time, but the Enemy ſurpriz'd us 
yould unrig. 
SETTER, 

attend you, Sir, 

B ELLMO UR. 
1! Is not that Hearrwell at Sykia's Door? Be 
y, Pl follaw you: — | would not be known, Pox 
em, they ſtand Juſt i in * Way. 


eee 
SCENE Il 


BELLMOUR, HEAR TWELL, LUCY. 


Impatient till it be done. 
Sa 3.1 


That may be, without troubling your ſelf to go 0 
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| for your Brother's Chaplain, Don't you ſee that fla 


| Form of Goldlineſs? 
" . HEART ELI. 
| O ay; he's a Fanatick. - 
LUCY. 
An Executioner qualified to do your Buſineſs, Ht 
if been lawfully ordain'd. 
Fl HE AR TWELL. 
" TI pay him well, if you'll break the Matter to hin 
' | 2 ole 2-0 © 
Il! I warrant you Do you go and prepare your k 
17 
| Se We. eV 
8 SCENE HI. 
;  BurtLmMovuR, Lucy. 
* 
if BELLMOUR, 
15 LIVUmph, fits the Wind there? What a l 
4 Rogue am I! Oh, what Sport will be here, it I 
my perſuade this Wench to Secreſie? 
5 LUCY. 
A! Sir: Reverend Sir. 
| 40 BELL MOUR. | 
15 Madam. [Diſcovers hin 
3 LUCY. 3d 
| 2 Now, Goodneſs have Mercy upon me! Mr , Bel 
1s is it you ? ; 
1 hog BELLMOUR, 
ig Even I. What doſt think? 
at 5 
it Think! That I fhou'd not believe my Eyes, andt 


you are not what you ſeem to be, 
BELLMOUR, 
True. But to conyince thee who I am, thou kn 
wy old res. % 
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LUCY. . 
% Mr. Bellmour: O Lard! I believe you are a Parſon 
ood earneſt, you kiſs ſo devoutly. _ 
BELL MOUR 
yell, your Buſineſs with me, Lucy ? 
LUCY. 
had none, but through Miſtake. 
BELLMOUR. 
b hich Miſtake you muſt go thorough with, N 
ne, I know the Intrigue between Heartwell and your 
Ir reis; and you miſtook me for Tribulation Spmtext, to 
y'em— Ha? Are not Matters in this Poſture? — 
feſs:; — Come, I'll be faithful; I will i fait. 
tt, Diffide in me, Lucy? 
3 
las- a- day! You and Mr. Fain/ove, between you, have 
d my poor Miſtreſs: You have made a Gap in her 
utation; and can you blame her if ſhe make it up 


1 a Husband ? 
BELLMOUR., 
ſell, is it as I ay? | 
4% BEL. + 
ell, it is then: But you'll be ſecret? 
+ BELL MOUR. 
hub, Secret, ay :—— And to be out of thy Debt, II 
thee with another Secret. Your Mi muſt not 
J Heartwell, Lucy. 
LUCY. 

OW! O Lord. | 

3 eur Sy 
ay, don't be in Paſſion, 2 — I ide a fitter 
and for her. Come, her Earneſt —— good In- 
ons for thee too; let this mollifie Gives her 
J Look you, Heartwell is my Friend; and tho he 
ind, I muſt not ſee him fall into the Snare, and un» 
Ingly marry a Whore. 4h 

| LUCY. 

bore! Id have you to know my Miſtreſs ſcorns— 
BELLs 


He 


nd t 


- 
L * 


— 


go The Ot Bucs of? | 


BELLMOVUR. 
Nay, nay: Look you, Leys there-are Who 
good Quality. But to the urpoſe, if you will 
— leave to acquaint you with: it. Do you can 
the Miſtake of me: I matryb em. Nay, don't p 
If you do, I'll ſpoil all. I have ſome private | 
ſons for what I do, which III tell you within 
the mean time, I'promiſe, —- and rely upon me, 
help your Miftreſs to a Husband: Nay, and tber 
Lucy. Here's my Hand, I will; with a freh þ 
rance. Ges her mare 
| 4 1 
Ab, the Devil i$ not fo cunning.— You kton 
eaſie Nature. Well, for once Il venture to * 
but if you do deceive me, the Curſe of all kind, 
hearted Women light upon you. 
BELLMOUR. 
That's as much as to fay, The Pox take me. 


\ 
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. SCENE IWW. 
a: VaixLovE, SHARPER, and IJTETTA 


CHARPEFE-Row7 
UST now, ſay you; gone in with Lucy? 
SETTER: fin 
I faw, him Sir, and ſtobd at the Corner whet 
found me, and over. heard all they faid: Mr. LE 
to marry em. Inn n 101 
3 SHARPER: 1 
Ha, ha; *twill be a pleaſant Chear, — !'1] phgue 
well when Te bim. Pritkee Frank, let's tem 
make him fret till he foam at the Mouth, and 


his Matrimonial Oath with Intereſt — Come, d 


” * 
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S ETT EX "my 
v Sharper.] Sir, à Word with you. © [Whiſpers him, 
 - FAINLOVE.. | 
% ſwears ſhe has forſworn the Letter —— Im 
he tells me Truth; — but I am not ſure ſhe told 
Truth: — Yet ſhe was unaffectediy concern d, he 
and often bluſd with Anger and Sur prize 
ſo I remember in the Park. She had Reaſon, if 
dug her I begin to doubt. en 
SHARPER. 
yt thou ſo! | 8 corn es | 
=» # + if & 
is Afternoon, Sir, about an Hour before my Maſter 
d the Letter. 3 
S HART ER. 
my Conſcience, like enough. 
SETTER 4 1, 8 
, I know her, Sir; at leaſt, Pm fore 1 em fiſh it 
her: She's the very Sluce to her Lady's Secrets: 
ut ſetting her Mill a going, and I can drein her of 


—_— 57 27 
re, Frank, your Blood-Hound has made out the 
This Letter, that ſo ſticks in thy Maw, is counter- 
only a Trick of Syluis in Revenge, contriy'd by 


_ VAINLOVE. 2 
»g has a Colour But -how do you know it, 


err. | 
ſuſpect as much; becauſe why, Sir, —Sbe was 
ing me about how your Worſhip's Affairs ſtood to- 
Madam Araminta; as, when you had ſeen her laſt? 
you were to ſee her next? and, where you were 
tound at that time? and ſuch like. 2 
FAINLOy E. 
| where did you tell her? 
SETTER. L 
he Piax xa. VAIN- 


| thou art ready. 
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YAINLOVE. 
There I receiv'd the Letter It muſt. be f 
ee me out, to tell me this b 
1 


SETTER. 

Sir, I was Pimping for Mr. Bellmour. 

h SHARPER. 

You were well employ'd ——l think there is u 

jection to the Excuſe. | 

VAINLOPVE. 

Pox o my ſawcy Credulity----If I have loſt her, | 

ſerve it. But if Confeſſion and Repentance be of 

I'll win her, or weary her into a Forgiveneſs. 
SHARPER. | 

Methinks I long to ſee Bellmour come forth, 


aan 


SCENE V. 


SHARPER, BELLMOUR, SETTER 


SETTER. 

ALK of the Devil See where he comes. 
SHARPER. 

ing himſelf in his ous Miſchief 

bana can look better pleas d after a ſucceſsful & 


of Sedition. 
BELLMOUR, 
Sharper ! Fortifie thy Spleen : Such a Jeſt ! Speak 


SHARE R. 

Now, were Hill- natur d, would I utterly diſappe 
Mirth: Hear thee tell thy — Jeſt, with 4 
Gravity as a Biſhop hears Venereal Cauſes in the 5 
Court: Not fo . as wrinkle my Face wil 
Smile; but let thee look fimply, and laugh by 1 


„ 


poi 
har] 
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BELLM 0 UR. 

ſhaw, no; I have a better Opinion 10 N Wk 

] defie thee. 1 
SH A RP E R. 

ere it not loſs of Time, you ſhould make the Ex- 

nent. But honeſt Setter, here, over-heard you * 

and has told me all. 

B ELLMO UX. 

27 then, I thank thee for not -utting me out of 

tenance. But, to tell you ſomething you 

got an Opportunity (after I had marry d em) 

overing the Cheat — 8 Dee She took it at firſt, 

other Woman would the like Diſappointment; but 

Promiſe to make her amends quickly with another 

and, ſome what pacify'd her. 

SHARPER. 

it how the Devil do you think to acquit your ſelf of 

Promiſe? Will you marry her your ſelf? 

BELLMOUR. - 

ye no ſuch Intentions at preſent Pr ythee, — 

think a little for me? 1 am ſure the ingenious Mr 

will aſſiſt, 


Lord, Sir! 
BELLMOUR. 
leave him with yu, and go ſhift my Habit. 


SETTER. 


— 


Ae 2 NY . — 4 e Ae 


SCENE VI. 


IRPER, SETTER, Sd JOSEPH WIT TOL, 
and B L UF Ex. | 


SHARPER. | 

EH] Sure, Fortune has ſent this Fool hither on pur- 
pole. Setter, ſtand cloſe; ſeem not to obſerve * em; 
lark-ye·— I biſpers. 
9 © BLUFFE, 


OY 


vs Ne Qu»: BarcueLant 


"DBLUFFE 
Fear him not I am prepar'd. for him now; 
ſhall find he might have ſafer rouz d a ſleepiag Lin 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL, 
Huſh, huſh : Don't you ſee him? 
| BLUFFE. 
Shew him to me. — Where is he? 
Sir FOSEPHWITEFOLL. 
. Nay, don't {peak ſo loud don't jeſt, as I. did 
290 Look yonder——A-gad, if he fhoul 
the Lion roar, beg cudgel him into an Aſs, and l 
mitive Braying. Don't you remember the Storyini 
Fables, Date? A- gad, there are good Morals to beg 
out of Æſop's Fables, let me tel! you _ and R 
the Fox too. 


BLUFF'E. 
Damn your Morals. | 
sir FOSEPH WITFTOLL, 
I ythee, don't ſpeak ſo loud. | 
BLUFFE.. Lu: c/o 
Damn your - Morals; 1 muſt revenge th' Affrom 
to my Honour, [Iz 4 bot 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Ay; do, do, Captain, if you think fitting 
may diſpoſe of your own Fleſh as you think fitting 
ſee: —— But by the Lord Harry, Wege 
Stealing away upon his 1 
BLUFFE. 
4 © Prodigious! What, will you forſake your Friendinl 
mity! Youcan't in Honour refuſe to carry him a Chall 
Alma whiſpering, and treading ſoftly afin 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
' Pr'ythee, what do you ſee in my Face, rhar looks 
I would carry a Challenge? Honour is your Pre 
Captain; take it=—All the World know me 1 
Koight, and a Man of Worſhip. 1.57 
| EE. 1 DB Riil 
I warrant you, Sir, I'm inſtructed, 


= 


— 
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SN 


poll! dle! Araminta take a. Liki to a ue. 
SETTE . 


x Head runs on nothing elſe, nor ſhe can talk of 
g elſe. 


5 
Lid 


SHARPER. 
ow ſhe commended. him all the while we were in 
rk; but I thought it had been only to make Van, 


ow ——— | 'q T4 


rc FOSEPH WITTOLL. 


| Vs this! Good Bully, hold your iN and « let 
a n. A-gad, this muſt be I. | | 
— SHARPER. 
31. it cant be — An Oaf, an Ideot, a Wittal. 


sir FOSEPH WITTOL L, 

, now it's out; tis I, my own individual Perſon. . 
SHARE, Z. A. 

retch, that has flown for Shelter to, the "eve 

of Mankind, and ſeeks Protection from a blaſted 

rd, 

Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

it's you, Bully Back. [Bluffe frowns upon Sir joſeth! | 
SHARPER. 

has given Vainlove her Promiſe, to marry him be- 

d Morrow Morning. 77 ſhe not? [ To Setter. 

1 E R. 

has, Sir; —— And IL Rave it in Charge to attend 

«1 Evening in order to conduct her to DS he 1 

It 


SHARPE R. 
ll, III go and inform your Maſter; and do you 
ger to make oy the Haſte ER 


looki N 
Pre 
ne Bl BY 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 
SETTER, Sir Joszrn W1TTOLL, BTurt 


SETTER. 

ERE I a Rogue now, what a noble Prize 

I diſpoſe of! A goodly Pinnace, richly lade 
to launch forth under my auſpicious Convoy. I 


thouſand Pounds, and all her Rigging 1 
conceaPd under Hatches——Ha! All this commi 
— Care! —- Avaunt Temptation. Setter, 

f a Perſon of Worth; be true to thy Truſt, and 

ted honeſt, Reputed honeſt! Hum : Is that all 
or to be honeſt is nothing; the Reputation of it 
Reputation! what have ſuoh poor — as I to do 
Reputation? tis above us; and for Men ef Quality 
are above it; ſo that Reputation is een as foohfh a1 
as Honeſty. And for my part, if I meet Sir Joh 
a Purſe of Gold in his Hand, I'll diſpoſe of mine! 

beſt Advantage. | 
Sit FOSEPHWITTOLL. 

Heh, heh, heh: Here tis for you, faith, Mr 
Nay, I'll take you at your Word. [ Chinking # 

SETTER. 

Sir Foſeph and the Captain too! undene, undone! 
undone, my Maſter's undone, my Lady's undone, 
the Buſineſs is undone. 1 

Sir JOSEPH WITTOLL. 

No, no, never fear, Man, the Lady's Buſineſs fi 
done. What----Come, Mr. $etter, I have over bes 
and to ſpeak, is but loſs of Time; but if there be\ 
fion, let theſe worthy Gentlemen intercede for me. 
| [ Gives hin 


SETTER. 
O Lord, Sir, what d'ye mean? Corrupt my Hd 
hey have indeed very perſwrading Faces, But- 
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Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
5 too little, there's more, Man. There, take all 


— Üwꝛ¹ — ä 


LU 
I, Sir Jeſeph, you have ſuch a winning way with 


Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

d how, and how, good Setter, did the little Rogue 
when ſhe talk'd of Sir Foſeph? Did not her _ 
le, and her Mouth water? Did not ſhe pull up her lit- 
bbies? And A-gad, I'm fo overjoy'd — And 
down her Belly? and then ſtep aſide to tie her 
r, when ſhe was thinking of her Love? Hey, Setter! 
© Wes 3 TE 


, Yes, Sir. 

Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. + 

v now, Bully? What, melancholly, becauſe Pm in 

dy's Favour ?-----No Matter, I'll make your Peace 
I know they were a little ſmart upon you 
warrant, I'll bring you into the Lady's good 


BLUFFE. 
uw, I have Petitions to ſhow, from other-pueſs 
than ſhe. Look here; Theſe were ſent me this 
ng There, read, [Shows Letters.] That 
a Scraw] of Quality. Here, here's from a Coun- 
do. Hum -No, hold----that's from a Knight's 
ſhe ſent it me by her Husband---But here, both 
m Perſons of great Quality. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
y are either from Perſons of great Quality, or no 
y at all, tis ſuch a daman'd ugly Hand. | 
[While Sir Joſeph reads, Bluffe whiſpers Setter, 
SETTER. 
tun, I would do any thing to ſerve you; but this is 


ul 


B LU FF E. 
at all. Don't I know him? ; 
L, I. F SET. 


e 
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3 SETTER. ; 
il Lou ll remember the Conditions 
* i 3 LUFF E. . 
1 Tl give't you under my Hand- In the mean time, l 
1 tulating with Mr. Setter for you. | 
— 61 Sir FOSEPH WEITTOL L. 
„ Ah, honeſt Sezter ;----Sirrah, IIl give thee any thing 
1.8 a Night's Lodging. 


SCENE VII. 
SHARPER fugging in HEARTWELL, 


| SHARPER. | 
AY, pr'ythee leave Railing, and come ale 
me: May be ſhe mayn't be within. Tis 
yond' Corner-Houſe? ; | 
HE ARTVWELL.. 
Whither ! Whither? Which Corner-Houſe? 
SHARPER, 
Why, there: The two white Poſts. 
HEARTVWELL. 
And who would you viſit there, ſay you? (O'ons, 
my Heart akes.) 
| S HARPER 
Pſhaw, thou rt ſo troubleſome and inquifitive---- 
II tell you; *Tis a Young Creature that Vainlov 
bauch'd, and has forſaken. Did you never hear Bel 
chide him about Sylvia ? 
HEARTWEL I. | 
'Death, and Hell, and Marriage! My Wife!  [- 
SHARPER. | 
Why thou art as muſty as a new marry'd Man, ! 
had found his Wife Knowing the firſt-Night. 


— 
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HEART ELI. 
Wc! and the Devil! Does he know it? But, hold 
he ſhould not, I were a Fool to diſcover it — II diſ- 
ble, and try him. [4/ide.] Ha, ha, ha, Why, Tom, ls 
t ſuch an Occaſion of Melmcholy? Is it ſuch an un- 
mmon Miſchief? . 
SHARPER, 
o, Faith; I believe not. Few Women, but have 
ir Year of Probation, before they are cloiſter'd in the 
row Joys of Wedlock. But, pr'ythee come along with 
, or Ill. go and have the Lady to my ſelf. B'w'y 


ge. LGeing 

HEART ELI. i 
O Torture! How he racks and tears me Death! 
all I own my Shame, or wittingly let him go and 
ore my Wife? No, that's inſupportable————Oh, 


aper! 


898 


SHARPER. 


HE ARTWELL. 
Dh, I am — marry'd, i 
| SHARPER, 
Now hold Spleen.) Marry'd! | 
HEARTWELL. i 
ertainly, irrecoyerably marry'd. 
SHARPER. 
eay'n forbid, Man! How long? 
HEARTIWELLE., + - 
Oh, an Age, an Age! I have been marry'd theſe two 
rs, * 


Ns, 


SHARPER, —_ 
1 old Batchelor marry'd! That were a Jet, Ha, 


HEARTWELL. 
Death! D'yemock me? Heark ye, if either you eſteem 

Friendſhip, or your own Safety Come not near 
lan, WF Houſe that Corner-Houſe——that hot Brothel. 
0 Queſtions, 5 


HE 


o 


F 2 SH AR» 
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e 7 HARPER. 
J 1 | 5 t is 1 t. 
it Thus Grief ſtill — upon the Heels of Pleaſure. 


e Marry in haſte, we may repent at Leiſure. 


Rio d>»: ROY — et 
x SCENE IX. 


SHARPER, SETTER. 


SETTER. 
OME by Experience find thoſe Words miſplac: 
At Leiſure marry'd, they Repent in haſte. 
As I ſuppoſe, my Maſter Heartwell. | 
| SHARPER. 
Here again, my Mercury! 
SETTER. 
Sublimate, if you pleaſe, Sir: I think my Atchi 
ments do deſerve the Epithet Mercury was al 


doo, but, though I bluſh to own it, at this time, I. 

N | j confeſs I am ſomewhat fall'n from the Dignity of 

| ö f Function, and do condeſcend to be fcandalouſly im 
jt [ i in the Promotion of vulgar Matrimony, 

5 SHARPER. 0 
Il | As how, dear dexterous Pimp? le 
1 SETTER. or 
13 Why, to be brief, for I have weighty Affairs de 


ding—— Our Stratagem fucceeded as you intendec 
Bluffe turns errant Traitor; bribes me, to make apr 


: 

; . 
i 0 Conveyance of the Lady to him, and put a Sham & able 
19; ment upon Sir 'Foſeph. d 01 

— SHARPER. | 

O Rogue! Well, but | hope y) 
SETTER. | 
No, no; never fear me, Sir —— I privately in C 


the Kn:zhrof the Treachery; who has a , ſeen 
to be chta ed, that the Captain may be ſo in realty 
| $ 


— 


— 
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SHARPER, 

here's the Bride? 6 re: 
SETTER. 

hifting Cloaths for the Purpoſe, at a Friend's Houſe 

nine. Here's Company coming; if you'll walk this 

y, Sir, III tell you. 

W 


A = 7, Ma i 32> a 5 a 
. 
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SCENE xX. 


LLMOUR BELIN DA, ARAMIN T A and 
VAINLO VE. 


VAINLOVE. | 
JH, 'twas Frenzy all: Cannot you forgive it 
Men in Madneſs have a Title to your Pity. 


ac'd: 


[To Araminta. 
Wer AR AMINTA. | 
* Which they forfeit, when they are reſtored to 
þ [ Senſes. | 
y of _ VAINLOYE: 
imm not preſuming beyond a Pardon. 


AR AMINT 4A. 
ou who cou d reproach me with one Counterfeit, hows. 
lent would a real Pardon make you! But there's no need 
orgive what is not worth my Anger. wy? 

BELIND A. 
my Conſcience, I cou'd find in Heart to mar- 
bee, purely to be rid of thee — At leaſt, thou art fo 
}blelome a Lover, there's Hopes thou'lt make a more 
ordinary quiet Husband. [To Bellmour, 
BELLMOUR. 
Is that a Maxim among ye? 
BELIND A. 
es: You fluttering Men of the Mode have made Mar- 
a meer French Diſh. . 
F 3 


yy you ſo? 


info 
ſee 
ality. 


BELL- 
SE : 
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BELLMOUR. ; 
I hope there's no French Sawce. 8 
; BELIND A. 
You are ſo curious in the Preparation, that is, wii 
Courtſhip, one wou'd think you meant a noble Enter 
. ment But when we come to feed, tis all Froth, and 
1 but in Show. Nay, often, only Remains, which 
[i been I know not bow many times warm'd for ql 
' Company, and at laſt ſerv'd up cold to the Wife. 
N That were a miſerable Wretch indeed, who coul 
* afford one warm Diſh for the Wife of his Boſom 
it But you timorous Virgins form a dreadful Chimzn 
1 Husband, as of a Creature contrary to that ſoft, hun 
ii pliant, eaſie thing, a Lover; ſo gueſs at Plagues in 
| mony, in Oppoſition to the Pleaſures of Courtſhip. 4 
| Courtſhip to Marriage, is but as the Muſick in the! 
a Houſe, till the Curtain's drawn; but that once up, 
opens the Scene of Pleaſure. | 
1 _ a. a 
It no: Rather, Courtſhip to Marriage, i 
| | i very witty Prologue to a very dull Phy. 


„„ <a es 


— 22 — 
m rf _ 
—— 


eee 

1 . * 
18 le 
ll. SCENE XI. 
A 
Wl. n them] SHARPER. 
| Th 


85 SHARPER. 
HF: T,——Bellmeur : If you'll bring the Ladies, . 
haſte to Sylvia's Lodgings, before Heartwell has 

ted himſelf out of Breath —— 
BELLMOUR. 
You have an Opportunity now, Madam, to rere 
your ſelf upon Heartwell, for affronting your 5 65 


| 
. 
ö 
| 
| BEL 
| 
| 
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; BELIND A. 
ra the filthy rude Beat. 

/ ARAMINTA. 2 
MF Tis laſting Quarrell; I think he has never been at 
Houſe fince. | 


BELLMOUR. 
But give your ſelves the Trouble to walk to that Corn- 
Houſe, and I'll tell you by the way what may divert 


| ſurprize you. 
SCENE XII. Sylvis's Lodging. 


HEARTWELL and Bor. 
HE ARTVWELL. 


i WH ONE forth, f you, with her Maid! 
. BOT. ö 
ge, is here was a Man too that fetch d em out Setter, 
hink they calfd him. 
HEARTWEL L. | 
So-h-—— That precious Pimp too Damn d, damn d 


mpet ! Cou d ſhe not contain her ſelf on her Wed- 
Day? Not hold out till Night? O curſed State! How 
de we err, when apprehenſive of the Load of Life, 
——e hope to find 

4 ee which ae tor nr in Worman-kind, 

Hs Man that Supplemental Self deſign d; | 
ut proves a burning Cauſtick when apply d: $ 


Adam, ſure, cou d with more Eaſe abide 


Ihe Bone when broken, than when made a Bride. 
2 reve 7 4 
4 F4 SCENE 
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Wr 
SCENE XIII. 


BELLMOUR, BELINDA, VAIN TO. 
ARAMINTA. 


BELLMOUR. 
O W George, what, Rhyming ! I thought the Ci 
of Verſe were paſt, when once the doleful } 


.rage Knell was rung. 
n 


Shame and Confuſion. I am __— 
[Vainlove Araminta talk 
BELIND A. 
Joy, Jey, Mr. Bridegroom; I give you Joy, Sir, 
HEARTV ELI. 
Tis not in thy Nature to give me Joy——/ 


man can as ſoon give Immortality. 
B ELIN DA 


Ha, ha, ha, O Gad, Men grow ſuch Clowns 
they are marry'd —- 
BELLMOUR. | | 

That they are fit for no Company but their Wir 

'BELIND A. 

Nor for them neither, in a little Time If 
at the Month's end, you ſhall hardly find a marry'd! 
that will do a civil Thing to his Wife, or ſay a civil t 
to any Body elſe. How he looks already, Ha, by 

BELLMOUR, 
Ha, ha, ha. 
HE A RTWELTL. 
| Death, am I made your Laughing-Stock ? For 
Sir, I ſhall find a Time; but take ons Waſp hen 
the Clown may grow boiſtrous, I have a Fly-Flap, 
BELIND 4. 

You have Occaſion for't, your Wife has been d 

upon. - \ "Fi 


Te Orv BarcntLon, tog 
BELLMOUR, 


jat's home. "a PO 
| HE ARTWELL. | 
ot Fiends or Furies could have added to my Vexn- 
, or any thing, but another Woman-————You'ye 
d my Patience; be gone, or by-- bu 
BELLMOUR. | 
old, hold. What the Devil, thoy wilt not-draw up- 
z Woman! "Eh | 
VAENLOFE. 
hat's the Matter ? 
ARAMINTA. 
leſs me! What have you done to him? 
BELIND A. 
daly touch'd a g:1l'd Beaſt till he winch'd. 
VAINLOFPFE, 
ellmour, give it over; you yex him too much; tis all 
pus to him. 


B ELIN DA. | 
lay, I ſwear, I begin to pity him, my ſelf. 
HE ARTWVELL. 
amn your Pity——But let me be calm a little — 
have I deſery'd this of you? Any of ye? Sir, have 
pair d the Honour of your Houle, mis'd your 
r Marriage, and whor'd her? Wherein have I injur'd 


1 ol} Did.L bring a Phyſician to your Father when he 
yd xpiring, and endeayour to prolong his Life, and you 
i] and twenty? Madam, have I had an Opportunity 
by you and bauk'd it? Did you ever offer me the Fa- 


that I refus'd it? Or 


BELIND A. 822 
b foh! What does the filthy Fellow mean? Lard, let 
For] 5 gone. - 
1 AR AMINT A. 
jap. *g me, if I pity you; you are right enough ſery'd, 
th BELLMOUR. | | 
en bs is 2 little ſcurrilous tho#. 
* V AINLOVE. 


ay, 'tis a Sore of your own Scratcking Well, 


2 . —!F!!̃ Ü˙Óũ7ðQ. ͥ . —— 
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HEARTWELL. 
You are the principal Cauſe of all my preſent lt 
Sylvia had not been your: Miſtreſs, my Wife might | 


been honeſt, T3288 554 | 
AINLOY E. 


And if Sylvia had not been your Wife, my Mi 
might have been juſt - There, we are even 
have a good Heart, I heard of your Misfortune, 
come to your Relief. | | 2135516 

 HEARTWELL | 

When Execution's over, you offer a Reprieve. 

VAINLOPE, 

What would you give? Tr 

HEARTV ELI. 

Oh! Any thing, every thing, a Leg or two, u 
Arm; nay, I would be had from my Virility, u 
diyorced trom my Wife. 


PIP N 0 ar f- pd; i -E O a x re 
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SCENE XV. 
[To them] SHARPER, 


V AINLOVE. ern 
AIT N, that's a ſure way—— But here's one 
you Freedom better cheap. ev 
| SHARPER, 
- Wainlouve, I have been a kind of a God-father to 


yonder. 1 have promiſed and- yow'd ſome Thing 
your Name, which I think you are bound to perfort 


+ AINLO FE. 

No Ggning to a Blank, Friend. 

| SHARPER. 

No, 11} deal fairly with you Tig a full and 
Diſcharge to Sir Jeſeph Hitiall and Captain Bluffe; i 
Injuries whatſoever, done unto you by them, ust 
prefent Date hereof---—-How ſay you? 

VAINLOVE. * 
8 
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SHARPER. 


Ile Then, let me beg theſe Ladies to wear their Mas - 
it | \ment, Come in, Gentlemen and Ladies, | 
HE ARTWEL L. 
hat the Devil's all this to me? © 


V AINLOFVE. 
--. Patience. 


MT CE RIES ERIE 
SCENE The Loft. 


them] Sir JosEPH WITTOIL, BLUFFE, SYL- 
v4, Lucy, SETTER. 


| BLUFFE. 
LL Injuries whatſoever, Mr. Shayper. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
y, ay, whatſoever, Captain, ſtick to that whatſoever. 
SHARPER. 
is done, theſe Gentlemen are Witneſſes to the gene- 


Releaſe, | 
VAINLOVE. 
y, ay, to this inſtant Moment — have paſs'd an 
of Oblivion, 
BLUFFE. 
generous, Sir, fince I needs muſt o. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL, h 
o, no, Captain, you need not own; heh, heh, heh. 
| muft OWN----- : 
BLUFFE. 
That you are over-reach'd too, ha, ha, ha, only 
tle Art military uſed —— only undermined, or ſo, as 
* by the fair Haminta, my Wife's Permiſſion, 
Devil, cheated at laſt! [Lucy uumasts. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. | 
paly a little Ayt-military Trick, Captain, only coun- 
in d, or ſo — Mr. Vainlove, I ſuppoſe. you know 
Mm 1 haye got — now, but alls forgiven, 


AIX. 
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VWVAINLOFVE, 
I know whom you have not got; pray Ladies 
vince him, [Aram. and Belin, aq 
Sir FOS EPH WITTOLL. 
Ah! O Lord, my Heart akes . Ah! Setter, a | 
of all ſides. 


: SHARPER. N 
Sir Foſeph, you had better have pre-engag d this 
tleman's Pardon: For though Vainlove be ſo generoy 
forgive the Loſs of his Miſtreſs — I know not 
Heartwell may take the Lofs of his Wife. [S/ lvia an 

HE ARTWELL 
My wife! By this Light tis ſhe, the very Cocks 
— Oh Sharper ! Let me embrace thee—— But at. 
ſure ſhe is really marry'd to him? | 
SETTER. 
Really and lawfully marry'd, I am Witneſs. 
SHARPER. 
Bellmouy will unriddle to you. 
[Heartwell gees to Bellme 
| Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Pray, Madam, who are you? For I find, you 
are like to be better acquainted. 
| „ STLIVIA. 
The worſt of me, is, that I am your Wife — 
SHARPER. 

Come, Sir Foſeph, your Fortune 1s not ſo bad u 
fear A fine Lady, and a Lady of very good Qual 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

Thanks to my Knight-hood, ſhe's a Lady 

V AINLOVE, 

hat deſerves a Fool with a better Title 
Pray uſe her as my Relation, or you ſhall hear on 
BLUFFE, ; 
What, are you a Woman of Quality too, Spoule? 

&: | SETTER. 

And my Relation; pray let her be reſſ . 
fngly — Well, honeſt Lucy, fare thee wel 


—_— ——- 


« * 
a 
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and 1 have been Play-fellows off and on, any time 
ſeyen Years, dy! ls A * 

r * 
old your prating— I'm thinking what Vocation I 
| follow while my Spouſe is planting Lawrels in the 
8 | 


S4S2UFF 3 

o more Wars, Spouſe, no more Wars — While I 
it Lawrels for my Head abroad, I may find the 
nches ſprout at home. | 

HE AR TWELL. | 
dell mour, I approve thy Mirth, and thank the 
| I cannot in Gratitude (for I ſee which way thou art 
g) ſee thee fall into the ſame Snare, out of which 
u haſt deliver'd me. —_ 
BELLMOUR. 
thank thee, George, for thy good Intention 
T there is a Fatality in Marriage For I find I'm re- 


te. 
HE ARTWELL. | 
hen good Counſel will be thrown away upon you 
For my Part, I have once eſcap'T—— And when I 
d again, may ſhe be Ugly, as an old Bawd. . 
VAINLOVE. 
Ill-natur'd, as an old Maid 
B ELLMO UX. 
anton as a young Widow ꝰ 
SHARPER, 
And jealous as a barren Wife. 
HE ARTWELL, 


1 


his 


erou 
not 


|  BELLMOUR. 
Well; *Midſt of theſe dreadtul Denunciations, and 
withſtanding the Warning and - Example before me, 


uſc? Won mit my ſelf ro laſting Hurance. 
AY B ELIN DA 
d "loner, make much of your Fetters. 
EIL 


1. BELLMOUR. 


| | 1 The youthful Beaſt ſets 
1 | | And the firſt —__ Down-Hil GreenSerord ji k 
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” " BELLMOUR. 1 
| Frank, Will you keep 36 
1 N Epe fo great a de * 
Ma me to hope ſo great a Bleſſi 

d pref AR MINT. * 

We had better take the Advantage of a little 6f 
Friends Experience firſt. 

BELLMOUR, 

O my Conſcience ſhe dares not conſent, for fer 
ſhou'd recant. Aide] Well, we ſhall have your Cog 
ny to Church in the —_— be it my 
you an Appetite to ſee us f before ye. Senn 
L N me? 

SE TT E R. 

They're at the Door: I'll call em in. 


A DANCE. 


Now ſet we forward on a Journey for Life — 0 
take your Fellow-Trayellers. Old George, I'm ſary 
ſee thee ſtill plod on alone. 

HE ARTWELL. 
With gaudy Plumes and ngling g Bells made I 
1 and neighs aloud. 
A Morning-Sun his Tinſell'd Harneſs gilds, 


But, Oh 
What rugged Way: 5 attend the Noon of Life! 
{Our Sun — and with what anxious Strife, 
What Pain we tug that galling Load, a Wife. 
All Courſers the firſt Heat with Vigour runs 
But tis with Whip and Spur the Race is won. 
Cl 0 


EP 


R754 
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$ a raſh Girl, who will all Hazards run, 

n And be enjoy d, tho ſure to be undone; 

as her Curioſity is over, 

d give the World ſhe could her Toy recover: 

wes it with our Poet; and I'm ſent | 
M you, he already does repens : | 

{you were all as forward, to keep Lent, 

„ Deed's done, the Giddy-thing has Leiſure 

bink #'th' Sting, that's in the Tail of Pleaſurt, 

binks I hear him in Conſideration ! 

will the World ſay? Where's my Reputation? 8 
that's at ſtabe —— No Fool, tis out o Faſbion. 

ef that ſhould follow want of Wit, | 


1 THF ary Undone Men were in the Pit! 
| Hy that's ſome Comfort, to an Author's Fears, 
crife, n 4/5, he will be Try'd by's Peers. 


bold — I am exceeding my Commiſſion ; 
buſmeſs here, was humbly to Petition: 
we're ſo us'd to rail on theſe Occaſions, 

ld not help one Tryal of your Patience: 
tis our way (you know) for fear o' th worſt, 
befero- hand ſtill, and cry Fool firſt. 


— — 
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EPILOGUE. 


£ 

How ſay you, Sparks? How de you and r 
1 ſwear, young Bays within,” is ſo dejethed, 
Twow'd grieve your Hearts to foe lem; ſhall I call lot 
Bur then you cruel Criticks would ſo maul him ! 

Yet, may be, you'll encourage a Beginner ; 

But how i —— Fuſt as the Devil does a Sinner, 
Wamen aud Wits are ud &en much at one, 

Tow gain your Ends, and damm em when you've done, 


3 TRE ©: | 
ouble-Dcaler. 


A 


O ME D . 


— 


Interdum tamen, & vocem Comædia tollit. 
Hor. Ar. Po. 
equidem Confilio palmam do: hic me magni- 
e effero, qui vim tantam in me & poteſtatem 
beam tantæ aſtutiæ, vera dicendo ut eos am- 
5 fallam. Syr. in Terent. Heaut, 
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To the Right Honourable 


harles Montague, 


— 


One of the 


Lords of the Treaſury. 


7 
dg Heartily wiſh this Play were as per- 
fect as I intended it, that it might be 
more worthy your Acceptance; and 
that my Dedication of it to you, 
might be more becoming that Ho- 
nour and Eſteem which I, with every 
who is ſo fortunate as to know you, have 
08. It had your Countenance when yet un- 
| 5 and now it is made Publick, wants your 
ion. 
70uld not have any Body imagine, that I think 
lay without its Faults, for 1 NTT 


, 


and I made it fingle, becauſe I would avoid 


can diſcern the Faults, than I can excuſe th 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
ſeveral. I confeſs I defign'd (whatever Va 
Ambition occaſion'd that Deſign) to have wi 
a true and regular Comedy: but I found it u 
dertaking which put me in Mind of-----Sade 
tum, fruftraque laboret auſus idem. And no 
make Amends for the Vanity of ſuch a Deſy 
do confeſs both the Attempt, and the impe 
Performance. Yet I muſt take the Boldn 
ſay, I have not miſcarry'd in the whole; 
the Mechanical part of it is regular. That! 
ſay with as little Vanity, as a Builder may ſ 
has. built a Houſe according to the Model 
down before him; or a Gardner that he hy 
his Flowers in a Knot of ſuch or ſuch a Fy 
I deſign'd the Moral firſt, and to that Ma 
invented the Fable, and do not know that | 
borrow'd one Hint of it any where. I mad 
Plot as ſtrong as I could, becauſe it was (i 


fuſion, and was reſolved to preſerve the | 
Unities of the Drama. Sir, this Diſcourſe i 
impertinent to yon, whoſe Judgment much 


and whoſe good Nature, like that of a L 
will find out thoſe hidden Beauties (if then 
any ſuch) which it wou'd be great Immodel 
me to diſcover. I think I don't ſpeak imptq 
when I call you a Lover of Poetry; for it i 
well known ſhe has been a very kind Miſtre 
you; ſhe has not deny'd you the laſt Favour; 
ſhe has been fruitful to you in a moſt beal 
Iſſue- If I break off abruptly here, I hope 
Body will underſtand that it is to avoid a 
mendation, which, as it is your Due, Wo 
molt eaſie for me to pay, and too troubleſon 
you to receive. 


0 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


Vu . ve, fince the Acting of this Play, hearken'd 
e i the Objections which have been made toit; for 1 
it u Conſcious where a true Critick might have put 


udn oon my Defence. I was prepared for the 
| rr; and am pretty confident I could have vin- 
Dei ed ſome Parts, and excuſed others; and where 


impe were any plain Miſcarriages, 1 would moſt 


1dn6uouſly have confeſs'd 'em. But I have not 
Ole ; any thing ſaid ſufficient to provoke an An- 
hat . That which looks molt like an ObjeQion, 
day not relate in particular to this Play, but to all 
Lodel Whoſt that ever have been written; and that is 
he hu oquy. Therefore I will anſwer it, not only 


a by 
| Me 
nat | 
ma 


y own ſake, but to ſave others the Trouble, 
hom it may hereafter be Objected. 3 
grant, that for a Man to Talk to himſelf, 
Ars abſurd and unnatural; and indeed it is ſo. 
vas ſi oſt Caſes ; but the Circumſtances which may 
void d the Occaſion, make great Alteration. It 
the times happens to a Man, to have Deſigns 
irſe uh require him to himſelf, and in their Nature 
ot admit of a Confident. Such, for certain, 
uſe M Villany ; and other leſs miſchievous Inten- 
A may be very improper to be Communicated 
ſecond Perſon. In ſuch a Caſe therefore the 
10deliWence muſt obſerve, whether the Perſon upon 
mpra tage takes any Notice of them at all, or no. 
if he ſuppoſes any one to be by, when he talks 
Mittre@m(1f, it is monſtrous and ridiculous to the 
vour;Wegree. Nay, not only in this Caſe, but in a- 
t beugt of a Play, if there is expreſſed any Know- 
of an Audience, it is inſufferable. But o- 
viſe, when a Man in Soliloquy reaſons with 
elf, and Pro's and Cox's, and weighs all his 
zus: We ought not to imagine that this Man 
either 
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either talks to us, or to himſelf; he is only 
ing, and thinking ſuch Matter as were inexe 
Folly in him to ſpeak. But becauſe we ar: 
ceal'd SpeQators of the Plot in Agitation, 
Poet finds it neceſſary to let us know the 
Myſtery of his Contrivance, he is willing 
form us of this Perſon's Thoughts; and tg 
end is forc'd to make uſe of the Expedi 
Speech, no other better way being yet inn 
for the Communication of Thought. 
Another very wrong ObjeQion has been 
by ſome who have not taken Leiſure to diſti 
the Characters. The Hero of the Play, 
are pleas'd to call him, (meaning Mellen 
Gull, and made a Fool, and cheated. ls 
Man a Gull and a Fool that is deceiv'd? 4 
rate I'm afraid the two Claſſes of Men will 
duc'd to one, and the Knaves themſelves i 
loſs to juſtifie their Title: But if an Open- 
honeſt Man, who has an entire Confidencei 
whom he takes to be his Friend, and wh 
has oblig'd to be ſo; and who (to confirm him 
Opinion) in, all Appearance, and upon (: 
T ryals has been ſo: If this Man be deceiv'd 
Treachery of the other; muſt he of Neceflityi 
mence Fool immediately, only becauſe the 
bas prov'd a Villain? Ay, but there was Ci 
given to Mellefont in the firſt Act by his! 
Careleſs. Of what Nature was that Cal 
Only to give the Audience ſome Light int 
Character of Maskwell, before his Appes 
and not to convince Mellefont of his Trea 
for that was more than Care/eſ5 was then al 
do: He never knew Maskwell guilty of 1 
lany; he was only a ſort of Man which 
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ke, As for his ſuſpeQing his Familiarity 
my Lady Toxchwood: Let em examine the 
rer that Mellefont makes him, and compare it 
the Conduct of MaskwelPs Character through 


Jay. 

* beg em again to look into the Cha- 
of Maskwell, before they accuſe Mellefont 
ſeakneſs for being deceiv'd by him. For up- 
mming up the Enquiry into this Objection, it 
de found they have miſtaken Cunning in one 
Rer, for Folly in another. 
t there is one thing, at which I am more con- 
d than all the falſe Criticiſms that are made 


25 me; and that is, ſome ot the Ladies are of- 
Ig. I am heartily ſorry for it, for 1 declare 
d: Mold rather diſoblige all the Criticks in the 


Id, than one of the fair Sex. They are con- 
d that I have repreſented ſome Women Vi- 
and Affected: How can I help it? It is the 
eſʒ of a Comick Poet to paint the Vices and 
s of Human-kind; and there are but two 
Male, and Female, Men and Women, 


on < have a Title to Humanity : And if I leave 
ei alf of them out, the Work will be imperfect. 
eſſty old be very glad of an Opportunity to make 


But they can no more expect it in a Comedy, 
o be tickled by a Surgeon, when he's letting 
Blood. They who are Virtuous or Diſcreet, 
d not be offended, for ſuch Characters as 
diſtinguiſh them, and make their Beauties 
ſhining and obſerv'd: And they who are of 
ther Kind, may nevertheleſs paſs for ſach, by 
ng not to be diſpleas'd, or touch'd with the 
of this Comedy. Thus have they alſo —_— 
_ tully 


ompliment to thoſe Ladies who are offen- 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
fully accus'd me of doing them a Prejudice, 
I have in reality done them a Service. 

You will pardon me, Sir, for the Freed 
take of making Anſwers to other People, iff 
Epiſtle which ought wholly to be ſacred to 
But fince I intend the Play to be ſo too, I hi 
may take the more Liberty of Juſtifying it, 
it is in the Right. | 

I muſt now, Sir, declare to the World, 
kind you have been to my Endeavours; for it 
gard of what was well meant, you have er 
what was il! perform'd. I beg you wouldt 
tinue the ſame Method in your Acceptance d 
Dedication. I know no other way of maki 
Return to that Humanity you ſhew'd, in 
Qing an Infant, but by enrolling it in your 
vice, now that it is of Age and come ini 
World. Therefore be pleas'd to accept of th 
an Acknowledgement of the Favour you 
ſhewn me, and an Earneſt of the real Service 
Gratitude of, | * 


— 


SIR, 
Your Moſt Obliged, 
Humble Servant, 


William Cong 


To my Dear F dead 


On his COMEDY, car 


The Double- ES 


[ELL then; 3 


your The preſent Age of Wit 05ſc.ires the Paſt : 
int cre 047 Syres; and as they Fought they. Writs + 

of ng with Force of Arms, and Dint of Hit: 
you was the Giant Race. before the Flott 1\ 1 +0) 
vice, „en Charles Returu d. our Empire ſtod. 


2915 he the ſtubborn Soil manur d, 

ales of Husbandry the Rankneſs cur'd 

us to Marners, when the Stage was — * 
vifiross Erich ſh Mit, with Art indu d. 

ge was cultry ted thus at length ; $: © 

at we gie in Skill, we loſt in Strength. 
ders were, with Want of Genius curſt z 
cond Temple was not like the Firſt: 

u, the beſÞ Vitruvius, come at length; 
erties equal; but excel our Strength. | 
orique illars found Tour ſolid Baſe : | 
r ".orinchian crowns the hi her Spass 8 

ll below is Strength, and all above is Gay, 

Dialogue is Fletcher's Praiſe : | 

4 the Mind. but had not Pow'r fo raiſe... - 
lohnſon did y Strer giÞ of Fudgment pleaſe : 4 
1 Fletcher's Force, he wants his Eaſe, f | 
1. G In 
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'To Mr. CONGREVE. 


Ind ſri Talents both adorn'd their Age; 
One for the Study, t'other for the Stage. 

But both to Con eve juſtly ſhall ſubmit, 

One match/d in Fudgment, both — . | 
In him all Beauties of this Age we ſee, 

Etherege his Courtſhip, Southern's Purity ; 

The Satire, Wit, and Strength of Manly Wicherly, 
All this in blooming Youth you have Atchie vd; 
Nor are your foil'd Contemperaries grie vu; 

So much the Sweetneſs of hour Mamers move, 

We cannot Envy you, becauſe we Love. 

Fabius might joy in Scipio, when he ſaw 

A Bear 4 nfl made of againſt the Law, 
And join his Suffrage to the Votes of Rome; 


Tho h he with Hannibal was overcome. 
Thus old Romano bow'd ts Raphael's Fame; 
And Scholar to the Youth he taught, became. 

Oh that your Broms my Lawrel had ſuſtain a; 
Well had I been depot d, if yon had Reign d! 


The Father had deſcended for the Son; 
For only You are lineal to the Throwe. 
Thus when the State one Edward did depoſe ; 
A greater Edward in his Room aroſe. 
But now, not I, but Poetry is curcd; 
For Tom the Second reigns like Tom the Fit. 
But let em not miſtake my Patron's Part; 
Nor call his Charity their own Deſert. 
Tet this I ** Thou ſhalt be ſeen, 
(Do wit „ heſis between: ) 
High on the Throne of Wit ; and ſeated there, 
Noe mine (that's little) — thy Lawrel wear. 
19 fr Attempt an early Promiſe made; 
That early —_— this has more chan paid. 
So bold, IA. cionſly you dare, 
That your leaſt Praiſe, is to be Regular. 
Time, Place, and Aftion, may with Pains be wrought, 
But Genius muft be born; and never can be caught. 


* 


To Mr. CON GRE VE. 
* jour Portion; this Native 2 
; Shakeſpear gave as much ; give hin more. 
Maintain your Poſt : That's all the 1 Fane Jo - api 
tis impoſſible -you ſhow & proceed. 
I am worn with Cares and Age; 
. ti Ungrateſul Stage: 
at Hrav ns Expence, 
io ty. rs on his Providence: 
t Dou, whom &v'ry Muſe and Grace adorn, 
hom I foreſee to law Fortune born, 
Je kind to my Remains; and oh 
gain your Fuad gmens, your departed Friend! 
not th' inſulting Foe my Tame purſue; 
ut ſhade thoſe ck which deſcend to Your 
Ind take for Trib:4te what theſe Lines expreſs : 
tu merit more; nor co d- dow es fe 
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| 1 have this Way (as Story relli) to know 
Whether their Brats are truly got, or no 
Into the Sea the New-born Babe is thrown, © 
There, as Inſtinct ares, to ſwim, or drown: 
A barbarous Device. to try if Spouſe 
Has kept religiouſly her Nuptial Vows. 


Such are the Tryals, Poets make of Plays : 
Only they truſt to more inconſtant Seas; 
So woes our Author, this his Child commit 
To the tempeſtuous Mercy of the Pit, 
To know if it be truly born of Wit. 


Criticks avaunt; for you are Fiſh of Prey, 
And feed, like Sharks, upon an Infant Play. 

Be evry Monſter of the Deep away; 

Let's a fair Tryal have, and a clear Sea. 


Let Nature work, and do not Damn too ſoon, 
For Life will. ſtruggle long, &er it ſink do vn: 
And will at leaſt riſe thrice, before it drown. 
Let us conſider, had it been our Fate, 

Thus hardly to be prov'd Legitimate! 
J will not ſay. we'd all in 2 been, 


Mere each to ſuffer for his Mother's Sin: 

But by my Troth I camot avoid thinking, ** 
How nearly ſome good Men might have ſcap d ſmking. 
But, Heav'n be prais d, this Cuſtom is 2 

© Alone to th Offspring of the Muſes kind: 


FRO OGH ER. 
Chriſtian Cuckol.'s are more bent to Pity; ; 

w not one Mour-Husband in the City. 

good Man's Arms the Chopping Baſtard thrives; 

e thinks all his own, that is his Wife's, 


hatever Fate is for this Play defror'd, N ere 
Poets ſure he 627 ſome ry 2 80 : , 

F his Mu'e has play d him falſe, the worſt 
can befal him, is, to be dworc d; - 
bands Fudge, if that be to be Curs d. 8 


Dramatis Perſon. | 
M EN” 4 


Mackwell, A Villain; pretended Friend 
to Mellefont, Gallant to Lady Towch- & Mr. Berta. 
wood, and in Love with Cynthia. 

Lord Touchwood, Uncle to Mellefont, Mr. Kynaſin, 

Mellrfor.t, promiſed to, and in Love 9 Mr. pili. 
with Cynthia. 

Careleſi, his Friend. 

Lord Freth, A Solemn Coxcomb. 

Brisk, A pert Coxcomb. 

Sir Paul Plyant, An Uxorieus, Fooliſh, 
old Knight; Brother to Lady Touch- > Mr. Dogget. 
wood, and Father to Cynthia, 


WOMEN. 


Lady Touchwood, in Love with Melleſont. Mrs. Barry: 
Chia, Daughter to Sir Paul by a for- 
1 — promiſed to Me Mrs tage 
Froth, a great uet; Pretender 
Lacy Poetry . 25 Learning. Hrs, Mow 
Lady Phan, Inſolent to her Hanbana, 
and eaſie to any Lretender. Mrs. 10. 


oy 


Chaplain, Bry, Feammes, and Artendeney 


The SCENE, A Gallery in the Lord Toud 
woods Houſe, with Chambers adjoining 
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Double-Dealer. 


ACTI SCENE I. 


„ — 0 4 — 


Gallery in the Lord Touchwood's Houſe, with 
Chambers adjoining. | 


tr Careleſs, Croſſing the Stage, with his Hat, Gloves, and 
Sword in his Hands, as juſt riſen " Table: Mellefont 
ollowing. hai im. 


ME LLEF ON. 


E D, Ned, whither ſo faſt? What, turn'd 
75 Flincher! Why, you wo' not leave us? 

CAR'ELESS. 
TANVE) - Where are the Women? I'm m weary of 
{5 guzling, and begin to think them the bet- 

un ter Company. 
 _ MELLEFONT. 

Then thy Reaſon — and thou rt almoſt Drunk 
G4 CARE- 


— 
- 


128 The Dousrz- DATE. 1 


CARELESS.” rg, 

"No Faith, but your Fools grow noifie----and if al 

muſt endure the Noiſe of Words without Senſe, Il 
the Women have more Mufi al Voices, and become 

ſenie better, | 

$411;  MELLREFOND..- | 

Why. they are at the end of the Gallery; retirl 

their Tea, and Scandal; according to their Ancient 

ſtom, after Dinner. — But I made a Pretence to fol 

you, becauſe J had ſomething to ay to you in pri 

and | am "pt like to have many Opportunitzns this En 


ing. 
|; CARELESS. 
And here's this Coxcomb moſt critically come to in 
rupt pon. 


a. - 
<- * * 
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N I 
* them] biss. 


BRISK 
Be Boys, Lads, where are you? What, do ih 
ive ground? Mortgage for a Bettle, ha? Carlo 


this b your Trick; 42 re WN ſpoiling Company te 
leaving it. 
And thou art ach. 3 Compapy 75 com 
3 1 32 ö De 
B RIS k. 

Pooh, ha, ha, ha, I knov- you envy me, spite, pn 
Spite, by the Gods! and burning Envy I'd be ear 
by Melleſont here. who gives and takes Raillery 1 
7 u or I ſhaw. Man, when I fay you ſpoil Compal Lo: 
q _ it, I mean you leave no Body for _ the M; 


11 
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to.augh at. I think there I was with you, ha? 
C 


ont. 

F MELLEFONT, 

my Word, Brisk, that was a home Thruſt ; you have 

cd him. „ ba 
9 £4 B R I S K. | 

dh, my Dear Melleſont, let me periſh, if thou art not 

Soul of Converſation, the very Eſſence of Wit, and 

it of Wine — The. Deuce take me if there Were 

r good Things ſaid, or one underſtood, - ſince thy 

putation from the Body of our Society. He! 1 

pk that's pretty and Metaphorical enough: T'Gad 1 

Id not have ſaid it out of thy Company — Careleſs, 


CARELESS. 
um, ay, What ist? 
B RIS X.. ; DI I-4.5 £ 
, Mon Cœur! What is't L. Nay gad Ill puniſh you for 
it of Apprehenſion: The Deuce take me it I tell you. 
„ LN 
lo, no, hang him, he has no Taſte, 2ut, dear 
bh excuſe me, I-haye a little Buſineſs. 
CAREL ESS. | 
r ythee get: thee gone; thou ſce'ſt we are ſerious. 
MELLEFONT. ee 
vel come immediately, if you'll but ge in, and keep 
good Humour and Senſe in the Company: Pr'y these 
they'll fall aſleep elle. * | x 
„ . vet? an 
gad fo they will--- Well I will, I will, gad yau 
| command me from the Zenith to the Nadir. But 
Deuce take me if I ſay a good thing till you come. 
But pr'ythee, dear Rogue, make halte, pr'ythee make 
e, I ſhall burſt elſe And yonder's your, Uncle, my 
d Touchwood, {wears he'll diſinherit you, and Sir Paul 
mt threatents to diſclaim you for a Son in Law, und 
Lord Froth won't dance at your Wedding to-Mor- 
V nor the Deuce take me, I won't write. your Epi- 
G | — 
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thalamium.— and ſee what a Condition ou le 


be brought to. 
| MELLETFO NT. | 
Well, I'll ſpeak but three Words, and follow-you, | 
BRISK, 
Enough, enough; Careleſs, bring your Apprehenk 


along with;you. 


. , 
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SCENE III. 
MrLTIETONT, CARELESS, 


CAREL ESS. 


ER T Coxcomb! 
aa MELLEFONT. 
Faith tis a good-natur'd Coxcomb, and has very 0 

tertaining Follies—— You muſt be more humane to hin 
at this Juncture, it will do me Service ——T' tell ye 
I would have Mirth continued this Day at any mt 
tho' Patience purchaſe Folly, and Attention be paid wit 
Noiſe: There are Times when Senſe may be unrenſa 
able, as well as Truth. Pr'ythee do thou wear none 
Dey but allow Brisk to have Wit, that thou may ſt ſera 
a Fool. 


; rr 

Why, how now, why this extravagant Propofition? 
MELLEFORNT. | 

O, I would have no room for ſerious Deſign; fot 
am jealous of a Plot. I would have Noiſe and Impe 
tinence keep my Lady Touchwood's Head from workiny 
For Hell is not more buſie than her Brain, nor conti 
more Devils, than that Imaginations. 
| CARELESS. 
I thought your Fear of her had been over 
not to-Morrow appointed for your Marriage with C 
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and her Father, Sir Faul Plyant, come to ſettle the 
itings this Day, on purpoſe? | 
MELLEFONT. 
rue; but you ſhall judge whether I have not Rea- 
to be allarm'd. None beſides you, and Maskwell, are 
zinted with the Secret of my Aunt Touchwoad's vio- 
paſſion for me. Since my firſt Refuſal of her Ad- 
ts, ſhe has endeavour d to do me all ill Offices with 
Uncle; yet has managed *em with that Subtilty, that 
im they have born the Face of Kindneſs; while her 
ice, like a dark Lanthorn, only ſhone upon me, where 
2 directed. Still it gave me leſs Perplexity to pre- 
the Succeſs of her Diſpleaſure, than to avoid the 
ortunities of her Love; and of two Evils, I thought 
ſelf fayour'd in her Averſion: But whether urg'd by 
Deſpair, and the ſhort Proſpect of Time ſhe ſaw, to 
dmpliſh her Deligns ; whether the Hopes of Revenge, 
ff her Love, terminated in the View of this my Mar- 
e with Cynthia, I know not; but this Morning the 
ria d me in my Bed.. 
CARELESS. 
as there ever ſuch a Fury! *ris well Nature has not 
it into her Sex's Power to raviſn.— Well, bleſs us! 
d. What follow'd? 
MELLEFONT. | 

hat at firſt amaz d me; for T look'd to have ſeen her 
| the Tranſports of a ſlighted and revengeful Wo- 
: But when 1 expected Thunder from her Voice, 
i00? Lightning in her Lyes; I ſaw her melted into Tears, 
buſh'd into a Sigh. It was long before either of us 
e; Paſſion had ry'd her Tongue, and Amazement 
mp In ſhort, the Conſequence: was thus, ſhe omit- 
rkg nothing that the moſt violent Love could urge, or 

er Words expreſs; which when ſhe-faw had no ef- 
but ſtil] I pleaded Honour and Nearneſs of Blood to 
Uncle; then came the Storm I fear'd at firſt; For 
ng trom my Bed-fide like a Fury, ſhe flew to my 

rd, and with much ado I preycatcd her doing me _ 


ik. ww 


"T 


has Senſe, and has an old fond Husband. 


| upon. 


ſelf; and Jack Maskwell has promiſed me, to watch 
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her ſelf a Miſchief : Having diſarm'd her, in a Gul 
PaMon ſhe left me, and in 2 Reſolution, confirm'd h 
thouſand Curſes, not to cloſe her Eyes, till they had þ 
my Ruin. | 7 
CARELESS. 
Exquiſite Woman! But what the Devil, does ſhe th 
thou haſt no more Senſe, than to get an Heir upon! 
Body to diſinherit thy ſelf: For, as I take it, this gr 
ment upon you; is, with a Proviſo, that your VU 
haye no Children. 
| | MELLEFONT. | 
It is ſo. Well, the Service you are to do me, will 
2 Plezſure to your ſelf; I muſt get you to engage! 
Lady Plyant all this Evening, that my pious Aunt n 
not work her to her Intereſt, And if you chance to 
cure her to your ſelf, you may incline her to mine. & 
handſome, and knows it; is very filly, and thinks 


CARELESS, | 
I confeſs a very fair Foundation, for a Lover to h 


MELLEFONT. ,. | 

For my Lord Froth, he and his Wife will be ſuffice 
ly taken up, with admiring one another, and N 
Gallintry, as they call it I'll obſerve my Uncle 


Aunt narrowly, and give me notice upon any Sulpic 
As for Sir Paul, my. wiſe Father in-Law that is to 
my dear Cynthia has ſuch a ſhare in his Fatherly Fonds 
he would ſcarce make her a Moment uncaſie, to 


her happy hereafter. 8 
td CFRELESS. 


So, you have mann'd your Works: But I wiſh 
may not have the weakeſt Guard, where the Enem 


ſtrongeſt. | 
| MELLEFONT. 


Maskwell, you mean; pr'ythee why ſhauld you ful 
1 | e 
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CARELESS. I 
aith L cannot help it, you know I never lik d him; 
n a little ſuperſtitious in Phyfhognomy., © 
MELLEFONT - 
He has Obligations of Gratitude, to bind him to me; 
Dependance upon my Uncle is through my Means, 


00 þ CARELESS. 
SeUpon your Aunt, you mean. | 
Un MEL LEFO NI. 


My Aunt! 

CARELESS. KIT; 
I'm miſtaken if there be not a Familiarity between 
m, you do not ſuſpect: Notwithſtanding her Paſſion 


vou. 


* 


MELLEFONT. \ | ; 
Pooh, pooh, nothing in the World but his D to - 
me . and — endeavours to be well 2 E- 
m, that he may be able to effect it. 
CARELESS... 
Well, I ſhall be glad to be miſtaken; but. your Aunt's - 
erſion in her Revenge, cannot be any way ſo effectu- 
ſhown, as in bringing forth a Child to. diſinherit you. 
is handlome and cunning, and naturally wanton, 
kwell is Fleſh and Blood at beſt, and Opportunities 
ween them are frequent. His Affection to you, you 
e confeſſed, is grounded upon his Intereſt; that 
u have tranſplanted; and ſhould it take Root in my 
dy, I don't ſee what you can expect from the 
it. . 
MELLEFONT. 
I confeſs the Conſequence is viſible, were your Suſpi- 
Ns juſt.— hut ſe, the Company is broke up, let's 
et em. 6 | 


SCENE. 


— — — — — — 


Mr. Brick —- Where is he? J {wear and yow, he' 


[4 


| 


# 
F 4 2 f : , 
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SCENE IV. 


[To them) Lord To ucnvoon, Lord FRO R, SirPay 
PLYANT, and BRISK. 


Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
A UT upon't, Nephew———Leave your Father 
Law, and me, to maintain our Ground a 


young People. 
MELLEFONT. | 
I beg your Lordſnip's Pardon We were juſt 
turning. 


Sir PAAULPLTANI. 

Were you, Son? Gadsbud much better as it is 
Good, ſtrange! I ſwear I'm almoſt -tipfie — -tother By 
tle would have been too powerful for me, as fy 
as can be it would. We wanted your Company: N 


moſt facetious Perſon -— and the beſt Company. 

And, my Lord Froth,- your Lordſhip is ſo merry a Mil 

ke, he, he. 
Lord FRO T H. 

O foy, Sit Pau, what do you mean? Merry! O bt 
barous! I'd as lieve you calfd me Fool. nd 

Sir PAUL PLYANT. tl 

Nay, I proteſt and vow now, tis true; when M 
Brit Jokes, your Lordſhip's Laugh does ſo become j 
he, ke, he. | 2 

Lord FR O TH, 

Ridiculous! Sir Paul, you're ſtrangely miſtaken, I ingMWith 
Champagne is powerful. I aſſure you, Sir Paul, I bor 
at no Bodies Jeſt but my own, or a Lady's; I aſſure nen 
Sie Pau: 


B R181 
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BRISK. 
ow? how, my Lord? what, affront my Wit! Let 
periſh, do I never ſay any thing worthy to be laugh d 


Lord FROTH. 

foy, don't miſapprehend- me, I don't fay-ſo; for 1 
{mile at your, Conceptions. But there is nothing 
e unbecoming a Man of Quality, than to Laugh; 
uch a vulgar Expreſſion of the Paſſion! every Body 
kugh. Then e pecially to laugh at the Jeſt of an in- 
r Perſon, or when any body elſe of the fame Quali- 
Joes not laugh with one; ridiculous! To be pleaſed 
what pleaſes the Croud! Now when I laugh, I al- 

s laugh alone. 


B RIS X. 
ſuppoſe that's becauſe you laugh at your own Jeſts, 
, ha, ha, ha. 
| Lord FROTH. 
„he, I ſwear tho', your Raillery provokes me to a 


BRISK. 
y, my Lord, it's a figa I hit you in the Teeth, if 
ſhow 'em, | 

Lord FROTH. , 
„ he, he, I ſwear that's ſo very pretty, I can't for- 


2 << XIE — 0 5 


CARELESS.. | 
nd a Quibble bears more ſway in your, Lordſhip's 
than a eſt. - 

Lord TOUCHIWOOD. © 
Paul, if you pleaſe we'll retire to the Ladies, and 
a Diſh of Tea, to ſettle our Heads. ; | 
| Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
th all my Heart, — Mr. Brick, you'll come to us, 
or -n me when you joke, I'll be. ready to laugh in · 
Ae Yo | ; 
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SCENE 


MzuiLEFONT, CARELEss, Lord FROTH, Baur 


ORR ET » 944 # 1- 5 & be 
B** does your Lordſhip never ſee Comedies? 

8 r 
O yes, ſometimes, But I never laugh. 
MELLEFONT. - 
No? TY 

Lord FROTH. 
Oh, no, — Never laugh indeed, Sir. 
„ 
No! why what d'ye go there for? 

To diſtinguiſh my ſelf from the Commonalty, 
mortifie the 2 the Fellows grow ſo conceited, v 
any of their fooliſh Wit prevails upon the Side-Boxes, 
I {wear, —- he, he, he, I have often conſtrain'd my 
clinations to laugh, — he, he, he, to avoid giving th 
Encouragement, 4 TR WE 

© gfe BEE > 9 4 + 2 » 6 JT 

You are cruel te your ſelf, my Lord, as well u 
licious to them, 


—_— TT A MT as 


22100 Lord ROTH. el 
I confeſs I did my felt ſome Violence at firft, butui 
I think I have conquer'd it. 
BRISK. 


Let me periſh, my Lord, but there is ſomething 
particular in the Humour; *tis true, it makes ai | 
and I'm ſorry for fome Friends of mine that write, | 
I gad, I love to be malicious _—-Nay, deucet 
me there's Wit-in't too- And Wit muſt be foils 
Wit; cut a Diamond with a Diamond; no other | 


I'gad, 
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Lord FROTH. 
h, I thought you would not be long, before you 
d out the Wit. Nai ns A eb; | 
CARELESS, ohh wt 415 
it! In what? Where the Devil's the Wit, in not 
ing when a Man has a Mind tot? . 


RISK BRISK. h * ae 
Lord, why, can't you find it out? Why there 
in the not laughing Don't you apprehend 


—My Lord, Careleſs is a very honeſt: Fellow, but 
ee, you underſtand me, ſomewhat heavy, a lit- 
allow ꝰ, or ſo— Why II tell you now: Sup- 
o you come up to me Nay, pr'ythee Careleſs ; 
ſtructed. Suppoſe, as I was ſaying, you come up 
e holding your Sides, and laughing, as if you would 
Well-------1 look grave, and ask the Cauſe of this 
oderate Mirth. You laugh on till, and are 
ble to tell me- Still I look grave, not ſo 


os Emile, > os 5 
CARELESS. , n 
ile, no, what the Devil ſhould you ſmile at, when 
ſuppoſe I can't tell you! - ED 
BRISK. 2M 
av, pſhaw, pr'ythec don't interrupt me. But I 
ou, you ſhall tell me-=----at laſt------But it ſhall be 
while firſt, 
CARELESS. 
ell, but pr'ythee don't let it be a great while, becauſe 
g to have it over... 10 U T 
0 
ell then, you gell me ſome eſt, or very witty 
85 — all the while 22 40 = A po 
and I hear it, and look thus. Would not 
diſappointed ? 8 
1 CARELESS. 
d; tor if it were a witty Thing, 1 
„ 7 g, I ſhould not expect 


. 


Lord 


—_— 
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Lord FROTH. 
O foy, Mr. Careleſs, all the World allows Mr! Bj 
have Wit; my Wife ſays, he has a great deal. I hope 
think her a Judge. 
BRISK. 


Pooh, my Lord, his Voice goes for nothing, 
can't tell how to make him - apprehend.-------Tik; 
tother Way. Suppoſe I ſay a witty Thing to you, 

CARELESS. 

Then I ſhall be diſappointed indeed: 

MELLEFONT. 

Let him alone, Briat, he is obſtinately bent not to 
inſtructed. 

B RIS X. 


I'm: ſorry for him, the Deuce take me. 
MELLEFONT. 
Shall we go to the Ladies, my Lord? 
Lord FR'OTH.” | 
With all my Heart, methinks we are a Solitude y 


MEELEFONT. | 
Or, what ſay you, to another Bottle of Champagu 
| Lord FROTH, 

O, for the Univerſe, not a Drop more J beſeech 
Oh Intemperate! I have a fluſhing in my Face already 
/ - {Takes 0ut a Pocket-Glafs, and lub 
3 B RIS X. 
Let me ſee, let me ſee, my Lord. I broke my 6 
that was in the Lid of my Snuff. Box. Hum! D. 
take, me, I have encourag d a Pitnple here too. 
[Takes the Glaß ani 

Lord FRO T H. | 
Then you muſt mortifie him with a Patch; my | 
ſhall ſupply you; Come, Gentlemen, allons; here is C 


pany coming. 


$CE) 
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SCENE VI. 


Lady ToucuwooD, and MASKWELL, 


Lady TOUCHWOOD. 

L hear no more are falſe and ungrateful; 
me, 1 know you falſe. 

MASKWELLTL. 


Lady TOUCHH 0:0'D; 
at I ſhould truſtea Many whom I had Known betray; 


riend 
ASX ELI. 
Friend have I betray d? Or to whom; 
Lady To cH Wỹ,wỹ,/õ p. 
ur fond Friend Meileſom; and to me; can you deny 


MASKWETL Li- 


p not. 

Lady TO UC HWO 0D: 
re you not Wrong d my Lord who has been a Fa- 

o you in your Wants, and Being? Have 

not wrong d him in the bees dell Manner in his 


MAS KWEL L. 
b your Ladyſhip's help, and for-your-Serviee, 511 
ou _—_ I can't deny that neither Any thing-- 
Lady TOUCH © OD. 
re! Audacious Villain. O, what's more, is moſt 
ame, — Haye you not diſhonour'd me? 
A that I deny; for I never told i in all my Life: So 

icculation's anſwer d; on to the next. 

Lady 


ave been frail, I confeſs, Madam, for your Ladyſhip's 


— 
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Lady Tou c HSO OD. 
Death, do you dally with my Paſſion? If 
Devil! But have a care, ——Provoke me not; for, 
Eternal Fire, you ſhall not ſcape my, Vengeance. 
Calm Villain! How unconcern'd he” ſtands, conf 
Treachery, and Ingratitude! Is there a Vice.more h 
— OT have Excuſes, thouſands for my Faults; Fi 
my Temper, Paſſions in my Soul, apt to'ev'ry Prog 
tion; oppreſſed at once with Love, and with De 
But a ſedate, a thinking Villain, whoſe black Blood 
temperately bad, what Excuſe can clear! 
Min MEER WELL. ! it 095! 
Will you bein Temper, Madam ? I would not talk 
be heard. I have been [S walks about diſorder'd] 1 
eat Rogue for your fakt, and * reproach” me 
it; I am ready to be a Rogue ſtill, to do you $& 
and you are flinging Conſcience and Honour in my 
to rebate my Inclipations. How am I to behayemy 
You know I am your Creature, my Life and Fc 
in your Power; to diſoblige you, brings me certain 
Allow it, I would betray you; 1 would not bea T 
to my ſelf: I don't — to Honeſty, becauſe you k 
I am a Raſcal: But I would convince you, from tl 
ceſſity of my being firm to you. 


* "x 
Vi, 


Lady TOUCHWOOD. .. 
Neceſſity, Impudence! Can no Gratitude incline 
no Obligations touch you? Have not my Fortune, 
my Perſon, been ſubjected to your Pleaſure? Wert 
not in the nature of a Seryant, and. have not I int 
made you Lord of all, of me, and of my Lord? Wi 
is that humble Love, the Languiſhing, that Ade 
which once was paid me, and everlaſtingly engaged! 
f "M ASKWELL. 

-Fixt, rooted in my Heart, - whence nothing cu 
move em, yet you — 1 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
Let, what yet? | | t 439 
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MASK E L. I. 11 2 


4 miſconceive me not, Madam, when, I ſay, I have 
Gen'rous and a Faithful Paſſion, which you had ne- 
.your'd, but throuph Revenge and Policy. | 


Lady TOUCHWO OD. 


, | | 6 | * 
 M ASKVWELL. 

pok you, Madam, we are alone,. Pray contain 
ſelf, and hear me. You know. you loy'd your Ne- 
„when I firſt ſigh'd for you; I quickly found it 
gument that I Lov'd; for with that Art you veil'd your 
on, twas imperceptible to all but Jealous Eyes. This 
very made me boid; I confels it; for by it, I thought 


11 in my Power, Your Nephew's Scorn of you, ad- 
"Io my Hopes; I watch'd the Occaſion, and took you, 

"pulled by him, warm at once with Love and In- 
1 ion; your Diſpoſition, my Arguments, and happy 
= ortunity. accompliſh'd my Deſign; I preſt the yield- 


Minute, and Was bleſt. How | have lov'd .you ſince, 
ds have not ſhown, then how ſhould Words ex- 
? ' K » 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. | 
ell, mollifying Devil!—— Aud have I not met y 
e with forward Fire? Ty 
To MASKWELLL. VER volt 

pur Zeal I grant was ardent, but miſplac'd; the 
Revenge in view; that Woman's Idol had defil'd the 
pie of the God, and Love was made a Mock. Wor- 
z Son and Heir would have edg'd young. Mei- 
upon the Brink of Ruin, and left him none but you 
uch at for Prevention. : 
Lady TOUCHIWOOD. 
gain, provoke me! Do you wind me like a Larum, 
» rouſe my own ſtilłd Soul for your Diverſion? 
luton! FS eat x tn 6.4 | 

| MASKWELL,. > os met? 
Madam, I'm gone, if you Relapſe, — What needs 
1 © nothing but What you your felt, in open oy of 
: ve, 
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knowyſt me, know'ft the — inmoſt Windings u 
{ , 


_ wn Will that pleaſe you? 


Love, have told me. Why ſhould you deny it} 
how can you deny it? Is not all this preſent Hen 
to the fame Fire? Do you not love him (till? Hoy 
I this Day offended you, but in not breaking 
Match with Cynthia? Which e'er to- Morrow 
done, — had you but Patience. *. 
Lady TOUCHWO0O D. 
How, what faid you, Maskwell,.— Another C 
-unwind my Temper? 
'\M ASKWEL TL. 

By Heav'n, no; Iam your Slave, the Slave of 
Pleaſures; and will not reſt till I have given 50 
would you ſuffer me. 

Lady TOUCHWOOD. 

O, Maikwell, in vain I do diſguiſe me from' the, 


(ceſſes of my Soul.—— Oh NMellefont! I burn; man 
Morrow] Deſpair ſtrikes me. Vet my Soul know 
him too: Let him but once be mine, and next 
"diate Ruin ſeize him. X 
M ASKWELL. . 
Compoſe your ſelf, you ſhall poſſeſs and ruin hi 


Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
How, how? Thou drar, thou precious 


bow? | 
MASKWEL B. 
You have already been tampering with my 


"Phan. 
Lady FOUCHWOOD. 
I have: She is ready for any Impreſſion I think! 
M ASKWELL. 
She muſt be thoroughly perſuaded, that Allem 


Lady TOUCHWOOD. | 
She is ſo creduſous that way naturally, and lik 
ſo well, that ſhe will believe it faſter than I can f 
her, But I don't ſee what you can propoſe from 
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ing Deſign ; for her firſt converſing with Mellefont, 
convince her of the contrary. if 

M ASKWELL. by 
know it. I don't depend upon it. hut it will 
re ſomething elſe; and gain us Leiſure to lay a ſtron- 
Plot: If I gain a little Time, I ſhall not want Con- 
ICE, ; 


ES S = 


One Minute, gives Invention to deflroy, _ 
What, to rebuild, will a whole Age employ, 


End of the Firſt AR. 
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Karen SCENE 
Lady FROTH and CYNTHIA, 


| "CYNTHIA. 
< 


ND EE O, Madam! Is it poſſi 
- Ladyſhip could have been ſo mud 


| Lady F ROT H. 
I could not geep one Wink fort 
. EF, together. 
CYNTHI A. 
| Prodigious! I wonder, want of Sleep, and ſo 
Love, and ſo much Wit as your Lady ſhip has, dc 
turn your Brain. . . 
0 Lady FRO T B. 
E - dear Cynthia, you muſt not raby your Frie 
But really, as you 'fay, I wander too. But thenl 
a way — For between yeu ind 1, 1 10 W himli 
Vapours, but I gave them Vent. 
CTNTHI A. 
How pray, Madam? 
Lady FR O T E. 
O I writ, writ abundantly,—Do you never 
CINTHI A, 


Write, what ? 
Lady FROTH. 

Songs, Elegies, Satires, Encomiums, Paney/! 
Lampoons, Plays, or Heroick Poems, 
; \ . 
O Lord, not I, Madam; I'm content to be a cou 
Reader. 
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| FROTH. 

) Inconſiſtent! In Love, and not write! If my Lord 
1 had been both of your Temper, we had never como 
ther. O bleſs me! What a fad thing would that 
been, if my Lord and I ſhould never have met! 

CYNTHIA. 
hen neither my Lord nor you would ever have met 
h your Match, on my Conſcience. 

Lady F RO T H. 
my Conſcience no more we ſhould; thou ſay ſt right 
for ſure my Lord Frorh is as fine a Gentleman, and 
uch a Man of Quality! Ah! Nothing at all of the 
mon Air, — I think I may fay he wants nothing, 
a blue Ribbon and a Star, to make him ſhine the 
Phoſphorus of our Hemiſphere. Do you underſtand 
two hard Words? If you don't, I'll explain em to 


CYNTHI A, 
es, yes, Madam, I'm not ſo Ignorant. -— At leaſt I 
t ow it, to be troubled with your Inſtructions. 


Acid. 
Lady FRO T H. 
ay, I beg your Pardon; but being deriv'd from the 
, I thought you might have eſcap'd the Erymology. 
But 'm the more amaz'd, to find you a Woman of 
„ and Rot write! Bleſs me! how can Mellefoxt be- 
you love him? . 
CYNTHI A. 
by Faith, Madam, he that won't take my Word, 
derer have it under my Hand. 
Lady FRO T H. 
o Mellefont's a pretty Gentleman, but methinks he 
$a Manner, Ry 
CYNTHI £4. 
mer! What's that, Madam? 
FOO Lady FROTH. "APP 
ne diſtinguiſhing Quality, as for Example, t 
Brillant of Me. Brisk; "the — yet Com- 
dt, I, + N plaiſance 


| 
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hs 7 my E . or ſomething of his om 
ſhould look a little Fe-ne-ſca he is too m 
1 Moliocrity, in my fied.” © * 
LE CINTHI A. | 
11 He does not indeed affect either Pertneſs or Form; 
for which I like him: Here he comes. 
N Lady F RO T H. 
Th And my Lord with him; Pray obſerve the Different 


1 4 8 e e de n ent. 
SCENE Il. 
[To them) Lord F Ro 1 n, MELLEPFONY 
and BRISK» 
CYNTHI A. ; 
n Creature! I could almoſt be gry wal 
4 now. | 


Lady F ROTH. 
My Lord, I have been telling Cynthia, how n 
- have been in Love with you; I ſwear I have; In 
aſham'd to own it now; Ah! it makes my Heart 
I vow I ſigh when I think on't: My dear Lord! In 
ha, do you remember, my Lord? 
[Squeezes him by the Hand, leoks ' kindly on him, ſi 
then laughs out. 
Lord FROTH. 
Pleaſant Creature! perfectly well: ah! that Look 
there it is; who could reſiſt! *twas ſo my Hear 
made a Captive firſt, and ever ſince t has been | in 
with happy Slavery. 
Lady F ROT H 
O that Tongue, that dear deceittul Tooth that( 
ming Softneſs in your Mien and your 
then your Bow! Good my ord, bow as you did 
I gave you my Picture; here, ſuppoſe this im my Pitt 
{ Gives him 4 2 c 
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mind my Lord; ah! he bows charmingly ; nay, my 
d, you ſhan't kiſs it fo much; 1 22 jealous, 


w now. 
ONT low, then kiſſes the Glaſt. 

a Lord F R 8 T H. * 1 
ſaw my {elf there, and kiſs'd it for your fake. 

Lady F ROTH. 
h! Gallantry to the laſt Degree -—- Mr. Brisk, you're 
ige; was ever any thing ſo well bred as my Lord? 
RISE. . 
erer any thing; but your Ladyſhip, let me periſh. 
prettily turn'd again; let me die but you have & 
deal of Wit. Mr. Mellefont, don't you think Mr, 
has a World of Wit? 
MELLEFONT,. 

yes, Madam. 


dear, Madam — 
Lady FROTH, 
infinite deal! 


Heav'ns! Madam 
Lady FRO TH. 
dre Wit than any Body. | 
BRISK. > 
i eyerlaſtingly your humble Servant, deuce take me, 
m. 


. 


BRISK, 


BRISK. 


Lord FROTH. 
nt you think us a happy Couple? 

CTNTH IA. | 
ow, my Lord, I think you the happieſt Couple in 
orld; for you're not only happy in one another, 
hen you are together, but happy in your ſelyes, 
your ſelves. . 

Lord F ROTH. 

zope Melleam will make a good Husband too. 


wy. crx. 


' 


| Lake me very 4 Propes and ſurprizing, ba, ha, Da, 
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| CTNTH IA. 
"Tis my. Intereſt to believe he will, my Low, 
Lord FROTH. 
D'ye think he'll Love you as well as 1 do my | 
I'm afraid not. 
C TN THI A, 
I believe he'll love me better. 
Lord FROTH. 
Heaven's! that can never be; but why do vn 


ſo? 
CYNTHI 4, 
_ Beeaſe he has not ſo much reaſen to be fond of WW. 


| Lord FROTH. 
O your humble Servant for that, Dear Madam; 
Mellefont, you'll be'a happy Creature. 
MELLEFONT: 
Ay, my Lord, I ſhall have the fame Reaſon fr 
Happineſs that your Lordſhip has, I ſhall think : 


happy. 
Lord FROTH, 
Ah, that's all. 


B RIS X. [te Lady Froth.] 
Your Ladyſhip is in the right; but 1 lm I'm 
turn'd into Satire. I confeſs —— 

Ido — keen Iambicks, Pgad. But my Lord 36 
me, your Lady ſnip has made an 5 toward an 


Poem. 

Lady FRO FE. 
Did m my Lord tell you? Yes I vow, and tho v 
my Lord's Love to me. And what do you think. 


I dare ſwear you won't 4 


ha, ha. 
LAN AGES > 6 
Becauſe my Lord's Title's Froth, I' gad, ho, ha, ha, 


15 
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Lady FROTH. 
te, ay, is not it And then I call my Lord 
jo; and my ſelf, what d'ye think I call my ſelf? 
BRISK. 
Milla, may be. gad I cannot tell. 
Lady F RO T E 
jiddy, that's all; juſt my own Name. 
BRISK. 
y T'gad very pretty — Deuce take me if your 


— 


71 


e World. I hope you'll make me happy in com- 
cating the Poem. 

Lady FRO T H. 
„ you muſt be my Confident, I muſt ask your Ad- 


| of 


BRISK. 
m your humble Servant, let me periſh, I preſume 
r Ladyſhip has read Boſſu ? | 
Lady FROTH. 


My Lord, you muſt not be jealous, I'm communi» 
ip all to Mr. Brisk. 


Lord FRO T E. 


to ſhew him, my Dear? 
Lady FROTH, 


to the next Room? and there Vl ſhew you what I. 


| Lord FROTH. 
1 walk a Turn in the Garden, and come to you. 


Hz | SCENE 


ſhip has not the Art of ſurpriſing the moſt naturally 


) yes, and Rupine, and Dacier upon Ariſtotle and Horace. 


" 

# 
1 

| 

7 

ö 
1 


o, no, Pl allow Mr. Prisk; have you nothing about 


es, I believe I have.. Mr. Br;;k, come, will vou 


3 
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| SCEMNS UL 


MErtEFOoNnT, CYNTHIA, 


MELLEFONT. 
Y®? UR E thoughtful. Onihia? 


C TNT 14. 
I'm thinking, tho“ Marriage makes Man and Wife 
Fleſp, it leaves em ſtill two Fools; and they bea 
more Conſpicuous by ſetting off one another. 
N MELLIEFONT. 
That's only when two Fools meet, and their | 


are oppos'd. 


CYNTHI A. 

Nay, I have known two Wits meet, and by the( 

ſition of their Wit, render themſelves as ridiculoy 

ools, *Tis an odd Game we're going to Play at: 
think you of drawing Stakes, and giving over in tim 
MELLEFONT. 

No, hang't, that's not endeavouring to win, bet 
it's poſſible we may loſe; ſince we have ſhuffled and 
let's c en turn up Trump gow. 

106 C TNT HI A. 
| i Then [I find it's like Cards, if either of us have a | 
„ Hand it is an Accident of Fortune. 
a. | MELLEFONT. 
1 No, Marriage is rather like a Game at Bowls, Fort 
WA indeed makes the Match, and the two neareſt, and iu 
115 times the two fartheſt are together, but the Game 
pends intirely upon judgment. 
4. 

Still it is a Game, and conſequently one of us mul 

a Loſer, 


MELLEFONT 
Not at all; only a friendly Tryal of Skill, and the 
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os to be laid out in an Entertainment. What's here, 
"Muſick ? -- Oh, my Lord has promiſed the Com- 
y a new Song, we'll get em to give it us by the 
wy. [Muſicians croſſing the Stage.) Pray let us have 
Favour of you, to practiſe the Song, before the Com- 
ny hear it. | 


| I. | 
Ynthia fromns when-e er I woe her, 

I Yet ſhe's vext if I give er; 
Much ſhe fears I ſhould undo her, 
But nnich more to loſe her Lover : 
Thus, in doubting, ſhe refuſes; 
And not winning, thus fre loſes. 

n . 


Prythee Cynthia look behind pou, 
Age and Wrinkles will o ertabe ou; 
Then too late Deſire will find you, 
When the Power muſt forſake you: 
Think, O think ot ſad Condition, 
To be paſt, yet wiſh Fruition. 


MELLEFONT. 
Tou ſhall have my Thanks below. I 
To the Muſick, they go om. 
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Jae SCENE, Iv. 
D them) Sir PAUL PLYANT and Lady PLYANT, 
s mul Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
ADS bud! I am provok'd into a Fermentation, as 
wt my Lady Froth ſays; was ever the like read of in 
1 ; 


H 4 Lady 
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Lady PLTANT. 
Sir Paul have Patience, let me alone to rattle him 

n Sir PAUL PLYA _ 
ray your L:dyſhip give me leave to be angty— 
rattle him up I : you, I'll firk him with 20 
erari. | | 


Lady PLYANT. 
You firk him! I'll firk him my felf; pray Sir Paw 
you contented. 
CYNTHI A. 
Bleſs me, what makes my Father in ſuch a Pay 
I never ſaw him thus before. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
Hold your ſelf contented, my Lady Plyant, —1| 
P:ſon coming upon me by Inflation, and I cannot 
mit as "am a8. therefore give way. 
Lady PLY ANT. 
How now! will you be pleiſed to retire, and 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. .. 
No marry will I not be pleaſed, I am pleaſed u 
angry, that's my Pleaſure at this time. | 
MELLEFONT. 
What can this mean! F 
Lady PLY ANT. | 
Gads my Life, the Man's diſtracted; why how. 
who are you? What am I? S$lidikins, can't I govern 
What did 1 marry you for? Am I not to be Ao 
uncontrolable ? Is it fit a Woman of my Spirit, 
Conduct, ſhould be contradicted in a Matter of this 
cern? | | 
Sir PAUL. PLY ANT. 
It concerns me, and only me;—Beſtdes, I'm not tt 
vern'd at all Times, When I am in Tranquility, 
Lady Plyant ſhall command Sir Paul; but when I al 
vok'd 10 Fury, I cannot incorporate with Patience 
Reaſon, — as ſoon may Tygers match with Ty 
Lambs with Lambs, and, every Creature Couple wit 
Foe, as the Poet ſays. 7 


Lady PEY ANT. — 
He's hot-headed fill! "This in vain t6 talk to you; but 
ember I have a Curtain-Lecturt for you; you diſo- 
ient, headſtrong Brute. 3 | 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 


d fortify'd, that I am thus exaſperated, But [ 
protect my Honour, and yonder is the Violater of 
Fame, FE 


Lady PLYANT. 

is my Honour that is concern'd, and the Violation 
intended to me. Your Honour! You have none but 
ut is in my _— and I can diſpoſe of it when [ 
| therefore don't provoke me. 

Sir PAUL PLYANT. 


ch on, | will fight under you then: I am convinced; 
ar as Paſſion will permit. 
T. Plyant and Sir Paul come up to Mellefont 
nhuman and Treacherous— - ad 
Sir PAUL PLTANT. 
Thou Serpent and firſt Tempter of Woman kind. 
p CYNTHIA. 
Jlels me! Sir; Madam; what mean you? 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 


Girl, go not near him, there's nothing but Deceit 


ins is in his Belly. he will eat thee up alive. 
PLYANT. 
Jiſhonourable, impudent Creature! 
MELLEFONT. 
or Heay'n's fake, Madam, to whom do you direct 


Language! | 
Lady FLYANT. E 


aye I behay'd my ſelf with all the Decorum and 


» befitting the Perfon of Sir Pauls Wife? Have IT ' 
73 ml preſervd 


No, 'tis becauſe I won't be a Brute, and have my 


um, gads-bud ſhe ſays true Well, my Lady, 


hy, Thy, come away Thy, .touch him not, come his. 


it him; Snakes are in his Peruke, and the Crocodik.. 


| 
'L 
v 
q 
b 
B 
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preſervd my Honour as it were in ,a Snow-houſe 
theſe three Years paſt? Have I been white and unkyl 
even by Sir Paul himſelf? 9 
Nay, ſhe has been an invincible Wife, even to g 
thal's the Truth on't. | TR 
| Lady PLYANT. 
Have I, I fay, preſerv d my ſelf, like a fair Shet 
Payer, for you to make a Blot upon 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
FR wy ſhe ſhall make a Simile with any Woman in! 
MELLEFONT. 


Iam ſo amaz'd, | know not what to ſay, 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
Doe you think my Daughter, this pretty; Creum 
. ſhe's a Wife for a Cherubin! Do you think 
for nothing but to be a ſtalking Horſe, to ſtand bei 
you; while q ou take aim at my Wite ? gads-bud ] 
never angry before in my Life, and I'll never be appeal 


-MELLEFONT. 

Hell and Damnation! This is my Aunt; fuch Md 

can be engendred no where elſe, 4 
: Lady PLY ANT. —_ 

Sir Paul, take Cynthia from his Sight ; leave 
ſtrike him with the Remorſe of his intended Crime. 
8 CINTHIM: ; 
Pray, Sir, ſtay, hear bim, I dare affirm he's Innoc 

Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

Innocent! Why hark'ye, come hither Thy, hark Je 
had it from his Aunt, my Siſter Touchwood, — gadst 
he does not care a Farthing for any thing of thee, i 
thy Portion, why he's in love with my Wife; he we 
have tantaliz'd thee, and made a Cuckold of thy 
Father, and that would certainly have broke f 
Heart I'm ſure if ever 1 ſhould have Horns, 
would Kill me; they would never come kindly, I bf 


— 
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fem, like a Child that was cutting his Teeth — 
ould indeed, I therefore come away; but 
widence has prevented all, therefore come away, when 


* 
CINTHIA, 


id you. 


—> \ -> wulg* 1c I 
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SCENE V.. 
Lady PLYant, MELLEFONT. 
Lady PLY ANT. 

}} Such a — the Impiety of it ſtartles me 
y to wrong ſo good, ſo fair a Creature, and one 
leyes you tenderly tis a Barbarity of Barbarities, 
nothing could be guilty of it * 

MEL LEFONT. | 
ut the greateſt Villain Imagination can form, I grant 
and next to the Villany of ſuch a Fact, is the Villany 
aperſing me with the Guilt. How? which way was 
wrong her? For yet I underſtand you not. 

Lady PLYANT. | 
hy, gads my. Life, Couſin Mellefont, you cannot be 
peremptory as to deny it; when I tax you with it 
your Face; for now Sir Paul's gone, you are Corum 
bs 


MELLEFONT. 

dy Heav'n, I love her more than Life, oo: 
Lady PL YANT. 

lade, faddle, don't tell me of this and that, and ev'ry 

ng in the World, but give me Mathemacular Demon- 

tion, anſwer me directly — But I have not Pati- 

Ob! The Impiety of it, as I was ſaying, and 

unparallelld Wickedneſs! Merciful Father ! Hove could 

think to reyerſe Nature fo, to make the Daughter 

Means of procuring the Mother? | 


* - 
IJ * . — - * 
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ver made one Trip, not one fans pas; O conſil 
What would you have to anfwer for, if you fhoull 


knows! very feeble, and unable to ſupport it {lt 


MELLEFONT. 
The Daughter to p rocure the Mother! 
Lady. PLT ANT. 
Ay, for tho' I am not Cynthia s own Mother, 
och ather's Wife; and that's near enough to maket 
ce 
MELLEFONT. 
Taceſt! O my precious Aunt, and the Devil in Cu 


Qion, 


Lady PLYANT. 


O reflect upon the Horfor of that, and then the 
of deceiving every Body; marrying the Daughter, i 
to make * d of the Father; and then ſeducig i 


debauching my Purity, and perverting me fron 
Road of Virtue, in which [ have trod thus long, al 


voke me to Fraiky? Alas! Humanity is feeble, 


MELLEFONT. 

Where am I? Is it Day? and am I awake! 

damn 

a Lady PLY ANT. 

And no _— knows how Circumſtances may | 

together, To my thinking, now I could rei 

ſtrongeſt Temptation, — But yet 1 know, dis 

ſible for me to know whether 1 could or not, the 
certainty in the Things of this Life. 

MELLEFONT. 

Madam, pray give me leave to ask you one 

2 


d Lady PLT 4 NT. 

O Lord, ask me t e Queſtion! l' ſwear Tl re 
I ſwear I'll deny it therefore don't ask 
you ſhan't ask me, I ſwear Pl] deny it. O Geri _ 
have brought all the Blood into my Face; I wi 
am as rod as 2 Turky-Cock; O * Colin 


fout! ME 
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MELLEFONT. «i © 
Nay, Madam, hear me; I mn — m 

let rann 
Hear you? no, no; El deny you firſt, and hear yout 
erward For one does not know how ones Mind 
unge upon hearing — Hearing is one of the Senſes, 
4 all the Senſes are fallible; I won't truſt my Honour, 
affure you; my Honour is infallible and uncomati- 


MELLEFONT. 
For Heav'n's fake, Madam. 
Lady PLY A NT. 

O name it no more— Bleſs me, how can you talk 
Heay'n! and have ſo much Wickednefs in your Heart? 
ay be you don't think it a Sin — They ſay ſome of 
Gentlemen don't think it a Sin — May be it is no 
2 to them that don't think it ſo; indeed, if I did not 
ink it a Sin — But ſtill my Honour, if it were no 
„ But then, to marry my Daughter, for the Con- 
iency of frequent Opportunities. LI never conſent 


ake! chat, as ſure as can bo, III break the Match. 
MELLEFONTG, «., _ 
Death and Amazement;,----Madam, upon my Knees-»-- 
1 Lady PLTANT. 
4 ay, nay, riſe up, come you ſhall ſee my good Na- 


re. I know Love is powerful, and no Body can help 
s Paſſion: *Tis not your Fault; nor I ſwear it is not 
in. How can-I help it, if I have Charms? And 
dw can you help ir, if you are made a Captive? I ſwear 
is pity it ſhould be a Fault. But my Honour, — 
ll, but your Honour too——but the Sin well 
It the Neceſſity —— O Lord, here's ſome Body coming. 
are not ſtay, Well, you muſt eonſider of your Crime; 
d ſtrive as much as can be againſt it, ſtrive be 
e gut don't be melancholick, don't deſpair, —— 
it never think that cok, ng you any thing; O Lord, 
— But be ſure you lay aſide all Thoughts of the 
uriage, for tho I know you don't love Cynthia, 

only 


me ſcalous —0 Lord, what did I ſay? . Jealow! 


M Atkwell, welcome, thy Preſence: is a view of 
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only as a Blind for your Paſſion to me; yet it will n 


no, I can't be jealous, for I maſt not love you, —thþ 
fore don't hope, But don't deſpair neither. 
they're coming, 1 muſt fly, ge! | 


—_— 
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SCENE. VI. 

MELLEFONT Along. n 
MELLEFONT (after a Pauſe.) 
O then, — ſpight of my Care and Foreſight, | 
caught, caught in my Security. Let thi 
but a ſhallow Artifice, unworthy of my Matchiayi 
Aunt :- There muſt be more behind, this is but the 
Flaſh, the priming of her Engine; Deſtruction folk 
hard, if not moſt preſently prevented, | 


. * 
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SCENE VII. 
[7 bim]! MasxweELl: 
MELLEFONT,. 


appearing to my ſhipwrack'd Hopes: The Wit 


has rais'd the Storm, and her Miniſters have done v 
Work; you fee the Veſſeis are parted. 'OL 
MASK ELI. | re 

I know it; met Sir Paul towing away Om ini 


Come. trouble not your Head, I'll join you together 
to-Morrow Morning, or drown between you 1n the! 


I MELI 


: - 2zMEALBEORD | :; 122 
here's Comfort in a Hand ſtretch d out, to one that's 
ing; tho ne er ſo far aff;1 2 + »/ | 

5 AS KHL... 
you don't know, that while I plead for you, your 
t has given me a retaining Fee; Nay, I. am 
x greateſt Enemy, and ſhe does but Journey. Work 
r me. E 72 38, Hog il SH ESI 
MELLEFONT, 
| How's this e n I 1440 i are 

 ["M A$SKWELE.:' | 
hat dye think of my wy employ d in the Execu- 
of all her Plots? Ha, ha, ha, by Heavn it's true; I 
undertaken to break the Match, I have undertaken 
ake your Uncle. difinkerit you, to get you turn'd 
of Doors; and to -and to- Ha, ha, ba, I can't 
you for Laughing. —— - Oh ſhe has open d her 
t to me.. am to turn you a grazing, and to— 
ha, ha, marry Cynthia my ſelf; there's a Plot for 


'  MELLEFONT:. | 
a! O ſee, I fee my riſing Sun! Light breaks thro? 
ds upon me, and I, ſhall live in Day O0 m 
vell! How fhalt I thank or praiſe thee; thou h 
itted Women, But tell me, how | could'ſt 
thus get into her Confidence? Ha! How ? 
was it her Contrivance to perſwade my Lady Plyane 
bis extravagant gelief :::: oo 
MASKWELL. _ 

was, and to tell you the Truth, I encourag'd it 
jour Diverſion: Tho? it made you a little uneaſie for 
reſent, yet the Reflection of it muſt needs be en- 
ining ———T' warrant ſne was very violent at 


1 


MELLEFONT. 
„ ha, ha, ay, ay, a very Fury; but I was molt a- 
ot her Violence at laſt. If you had not. come 
as 
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o ſinking, nor no Danger, -Come, cheer up; 


22292 by 
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MASKIFELL, 1 © 
Ha, ha, ha, I know her 'Temper..— Well, you 
know then, that all my Contrivandes were but By 
till at laſt I pretended to have been | 
love with #; that did my Buſinefs ; Wer 01 
Aunt, I might be truſted; fince it was 4s mud 
ntereſt as hers to break the Match: Then, ſhe though 
Jealouſic might quilifie me to aſſiſt her in her Rey 
And, in ſhort, in that Belief, told me the Secreti iff 
Heart. At _ we made this _— if 
compliſh her Deſigns (as I told you before) the by 
pag to put Cynthia with all her Fortune int 


| | MELLEFONT.- ' 

dhe is moft precious in her Favour 
and dear Fact, how haſt thou contrived? | 
— MM ASKWELL 0 63 
1 would not have you ſtay to hear it now; 
don't know, but ſhe may come this Way; I a 
meet her anon; after that, T1! tell you the whole 
ter; be here in this Gallery an Hour hence, by that 
N MELLEFO NT. 1 
Iwill; till then Succeſs attend the. 


; 


* 
e rn AAS. TC 
SCENE VI 

; MASKWELLE alone. 

ir then, Succeſs will attend me; for 
meet 3 I meet the only Obſtacle to my 

tune. Cyntbia, let thy Beauty gild my Crimes; 


whitſocver | commit of Treachery or Deecit, its 
be imputcd to me as a Merit Treacher/ 
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hery ? Love cancels all the Bonds ef Friendſhip, and 
Ven right pou! their firſt Foundations. 
ty to Kings, Piety to Parents, Gratitude to Bene⸗ 
7 A to Friends, are different and 
ies: But the Name of Rival cuts em all aſunder, , and 
reneral Acquittance Rival is equal, and 
Death an univerſal Leyeller of Mantind. Hal "But 
re not ſuch a Thin Honeſty? Yes, and whoſo- 
has it about him, — an Enemy in his Breaſt ; 
Your honeſt Man, as I take it, is that nice, ſcrupu- 
conſcientious Perſon, who will cheat no Body but 
iel; ſuch another Coxcomb, as your wiſe Man, 
000 bard for all the World, and will be made a 
of by no Body, but himſelf: Ha, ha, ha. Well for 
om and Honeſty, give me Cunning and — 97 g 
tis ſuch a Pleaſure, to angle for r fac Fools} 
| that hungry Gudgeon Credulity, will bite at 
thingew——Why, let me ſee, I have the fame 
the lame Words and Accents, when I ſpeak what 
think; and when I ſpeak what I do not — — 


ery ſame= und dear Diſh mulation le ha he 
; not to be known from Nature, | 


| vill Mankind be Fools, and be de 
1 why are Friends ana Lovers Oaths believ d 
en, each, who ſearches ſtrictiy his own Mind, 
je much Fraud and — of Baſeneſs find. 


End of the Second 48. 
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ACT H. SCENE 
Lord Toucnuwoop, and Lady Fouciwe 


Lady TO UC * O D. 


Lord, cen yon blame my Brother 
f he refuſe bis Daugh er upon this} 
Al cat on? The Contract's void by ti 
903 heard-of Impiety. = 
I don't believe it true; he ha 
Principles Pho, *tis Nonſenſe. Come, c 
know my Lady Plyant has a large Eye, and wout 
tre every Thing in her own Cirele; tis not the fil 
ſhe has miſtaken Reſpe&t for Love, and made vt 
jealous of the Civility of an-undefigning Perſon, f 
ter to beſpeak his Security in her unfeigned Plealu 
Lady FOUCHWOOD. 
Jou cenſure hardly, my Lord; my Siſter's Honour! 
well known.. | 4 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
Yes, I believe I know ſome. that have been 
acquainted with it. This is a little Trick wrou; 
ſome pitiful Contriver, envious of my Nephew's! 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
Nay, my Lord, it may be ſo, and J hope it 
found ſo: But that will require ſome time; for in 
Caſe as this, Demonſtration is neceſſary, 
There ſhould have been Demonſtration of the d 
too, before it had been belicy'd 


1 


U 
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Lady TOUCHWOOD, i 


1 ſuppoſe there was. | 
Lord TOVCHWOOD. 
F Where? When? — > + hq 


Lady TOUCHWOOD. | 

it I can't tell; nay I don't ſiy there wN I am 

to believe as favourably of my Nephevy as I cath 

ö Lord TOVUCHVOO D. 1 

n't know that. | [Half Aſide, 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 

y? Don't you believe that, ſay you, my Lord? 

Lord TOUCHWOOD. | 

I don't fay ſo I confeſs I am troubled to find 

p cold in his Defence v DEST 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. + | 

Defence! Bleſs me, wou'd you have me defend an 


ing? 


Lord TOUGHVOO b. 
believe it tben?;/ſ | 
Lady TOUCHWOOD, |  - © © 
Jon't know; 1 am very «unwilling to ſpeak =p 
phts in any thing that may be to my Couſin's Diſ- 
age; beſides, 1 find my Lord, you are prepared 
eire an ill Impreſſion from any Opinion of mine 
is not conſenting with your own: But fince I am 
o be ſuſpected in the End, and *tis « Pain any lon- 
diſſemble, I oven it to you; in ſhort I do believe 
. and can believe any thing worſe, if it were laid 
Charge Don't ask Me my Reaſons, my Lord, 
y are not fit to be told you. 1 % 
Lord TOUCHIVO OD. 8 
ama d, here muſt. be ſomething more than di- 
this. Aſade.] Not fit to be told me, Madam Vo 
ve no Intereſts, wherein I am not concern'd, and 
Juently the fame Reaſons ought to be convincing to 
ch create your gatis faction or Diſquiet. 
Lady TOQUCHWOOD; » 7 
thoſe which cauſe my. Diſquiet, I am n to 
7 ve 
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have remote rom your: —_— Oey Lot 


preſs me. WF 
Lord T rome 0 D. 
Don't oblige me to preſs you. ©! ' | 1 
Lady Foc AWO 0 D. 
2 Whatever it was, ti paſt: And that is better d 
known which cnnot be prevented; therefore kt y 


_u to reſt ſatisfy du — 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
When you have told me, 1 . 
Lady TOUCHWO 0D. of 
You wont tO « 
Lord roch. 111 
By my * Dear, I will. | 


- = nog" UCHWO OD. 
What if you 1 | 
* TOUCHWO 0D. | 
How? Then I muſt know, may 1 will: No n 
fling—1 charge you tell me y al our mum 
to 8 upon voor Dut 
De UG #W0 0D.” 
ay, ou rreed no more, ro n 
ly my _ befork you, | rare Ge be thus ton 
compoſe your felf: It is not of Concern, to mill 
loſe one. Minore's Temper. *Tis not indeed. m 
Nay, by this Kiſs you ſhan't be angry. O bons! 
I had not told you = thing —— Indeed, my Le 
mw frighted me. Nay, look pteas'd, III wel you.” 


l it Lord: bet tried $a 
Well, well. 


ro vH dy | 
Nay, but will you be calm———indecd it 
ner 


Lord T0UCHWOO0D. * 


rove voor. 
But will you prorhife e Not te 


de a 
dae to be dvgry; with a 


But what? 


he's ſorry———ad were it to do again, would 
lord TOUCHWOOD. f 


„ for what? Death, you rack me with Delay, 
e en- Ie Peg 
, no great Matter, only . your Pros 
e nothing, only your Nephew had a 
to amuſe himſelf — — little 2 
rds we. Nay, I can't think he meant any thing {© 
y, but methqught it look d odly. 'y 
Lord FO:UCHWO0'0 D. my 
fuſion and Hell, what do Lhear! 
2 at ay — WO — HA RK 
be, he tho was not in te 
_ your — yr mind to createa near- 
gation og his own; a Lover you know, my Lord 
Ha, ha, ha, Well but that's all — Now you have 
el, remember your Promiſe, my Lord; and don't 
any Notice of it to him. 
Lord. TOUCH4W00D, 
„ no, no Damnation | 
Lady TOUCHWOOD.  ' 
7, I {wear you muſt not A little harmle( Mirth 
Only miſplac'd, that's. all But if it were more, 
yer now, and all's well. For my Part | have forgot 
id fo has he, I hope — for I have not heard any 
from him theſe two Days. $334 
Lord TOUCHWOGOD. * 
eſe two Days! Is it fo, freſh? Unnatural Villain 
Ih, LI have him ſtripp'd and turn'd naked out of my 
rs this Moment, and let him rot and periſh, inceſtu- 


brute! 
| Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
for Heaven's fake, my Lord, you'll-ruin me if ou 
luch publick Notice of it, it will be a Town talk: 
er your own and my Honour —— nay. I told you 
_” would nat be ſatisfied when you knew it. 


Lord 
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75 Lord roi c HMẽ! o. 
| | Before Pye done, I will be tief y d. Ung 
ſter! how long? —— 1 
budy 10 UCHW0'0D: 
Lord, I don't know: I wiſh my Lips * 
— I told you Almoſt a Twelvemont 
ay, I won't tell you any more, till you are ye 
Pray, my Lord, don't let the Company ſee youi 
Diſorder — Yet I confeſs, I can't bliine- you 
think I was never ſo ſurpriz'd in my Life 
would have thought my Nephew could have fo u 
ſtrued my Kindnels———Bat will you go into 500 
ſet, and recover yaur Temper ? Pl make an * 
ſudden Buſineis to the Company, and come to you, 
good dear my Lord, let me beg do now: I. 
immediate! 0 — you all; will you, my Lori 
Lord 10 UC Hν O p. E. 
Seeds ih Wonder. i1 
Lady n 5 
Well but go now, s ſome com 
22 Lord 2 | 
well, | go——You won't ſtay, for 1 woul h 


of this. 
| Lady TO UCHWO0D. 
1 follow infant — 80, 


70 
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s CEN E I. 


Lady ee using 


; MASKWELL. 
HIS was a Maſter-”:ece, and did not f 
Help———tho' I ftood ready for a Cue to © 
and confirm all had there been Occaſion. 
lady TOUCHWOOD, © 
kene you feeu Meugour 4 


= 
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* MASKHWELD; oo n 
ee; and am to meet him here about this tine, 
Lady TOUCH OO D. 

does he bear bis Diſ appointment: 
MASK EZ LTI. . 
ne in my Aſſiſtance he feem'd not much afflicted, 
ber laugh'd at the ſhallow Artifice, which ſo little 
muſt of neceſſity diſcover. Vet he is apprehenſive 


0 


oz e farther Deſign of yours, and has en me to 
2 you. 1 beliexe he will — de 5 
fo not, yet 1 would have you uſe Caution and Expe- 
ye. ! 9 
bs Lady TOUCHIWOQOOD. 

you edition indeed; for all we do, muſt be perform'd 


remaining Part of this Ey'aing, and before the Com- 
rreak up; leſt my Lord ſhould cool, and have an 
unity to talk with him privately)— My Lord 
not ſee him again. nin 
MASKWEL L, 
no Means; therefore you muſt aggravate my Lord's 
ere to a Degree that will admit of no Conference 
| bim. — What think you of mentioning me? 
* Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
r 


„ Mellefont's De: 
my „ as havin rivy to s De: 
pon you, but ſtill — my . Endeavours to diſ- 
bim: Tho' my Friendſhip and Love to him has 
me conceal it; yet you may ſay, I threatned the 
ime he attempted any thing of that kind, to diſco- 
to my Lord. * =; 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
what end is this? | 

; MASKWELE. © INES. 
vill confirm my Lord's Opinion of my Honour and 
ty, and create in him a new Confidetice in me; 


(coal this Deſign miſcarry) wille neceſſary — 


8. 


8 * 


* 
* 
* 
0 


4. 


— 
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the forming another Plot that I have in Ha. 
you, as well as the reſt, _ 

| Lady TO.UOHWO OD. 
TIl do "kar Af — tell him you kindred. him 


from for me. 
* 1 4s KEIL Z. 


Excellent! Your Ladyſhip has a moſt improving | 
ey. You had beſt go to my Lord, — | 
RR ee a CO 
mould him to what your Gueſts are 0 
ged in their own les ire thy'l 


of you, 
| Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
When ſhall we meet? At eight this | 
in my Chamber; there rejoice at our Sucocks, d 
a Moen pttecs 
— þ MASKWEED. 
1 will not fail. 


SCENE IE. 


MASKWELL alone. 


Know what ſhe means toying away an Hou ich 

enough, Pox I have loſt al Appetite to her; yet iſ: | 
a fine — and I lov'd her once. But I don't knt 
fince I have been in 2 great Meaſure kept by her, | 
Caſe is alter'd; what was my Pleaſure is become iſ ut 
Duty: And I have as little Stomach to her now u 
were her Husband. Should ſhe ſmoak my — nn 2f 
Cynthia, I were in a fine pickle. She has a damn'd 
trating Head, and knows how to interpret a Cold 
the right Way; therefore I muſt diſſemble Ardour 
Ecſtaſie, that's reſolv d: ow eauly and pleaſantly is 
diſſembled before Fruition ! Pox on't, that a Man 4 dn, J 
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a without quenching his Thirſt. Ha! yonder comes 
wo tho chef. r me think: Meet her at eight 
hum — ha! By. Heav'n I have it — If I can ſpeak 
my Lord before Vas it my. Brain or Providence? 
\ matter which — I will deceive em all, and yet ſe- 
e my ſelf: *rwas a lucky Thought! Well, this Double - 
ling is a Jewel. 
he comes: now for me 
Mackwell pretenuing not to ſee him, walks by him, and 
ſpeaks as it were to himſelf. 


* 
% ** 4 ” e * ' =. 0 aA), ay * 1 7 6 9 
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SCENE IV. 


[To him] MzLLEFONT muſang, 
MASKWELL. 1 
ERCY on us! what will the Wickedneſs of this 
World come to? 8 
| MELLEFONT. | 
ow now, Jack? What, ſo full of Contemplation that 


| run over! 


— 


A1 ASK ELT. . 
glad you're come, for 1 could not contain my ſelf 
longer: And was juſt going to give vent to a Secret, 
ch no Body but you ought to drink down. — Your 
it's juſt gone from hence. | — 
MELLEFONT 
0d having truſted thee with the Secrets of her Soul, 
Lt villainouſly bent to diſcover em all to me, ha? 
'MASKWELTL. * 3 
m afraid my Frailty leans that on Fer don't know 
ther I can in Honour diſcover them all. 
MELLEFONT. 99 | 
„all, Man: What, you may in Honour betray her as 
* —4 ker ſelf. No tragical Deſign upon my 
M, 1 hope? 2 | 
ol. I. i I M ASK- 


—— 


9 
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E MASKHVELL. x 
No, but it's a comical Deſign upon mine, 
MELLEFONT. 
What deft thou mean? 
0 —— — | 
Liften and be dumb; we have been bargaining 4 
the Rate of your Ruin—— 
| MELLEFONT. | 
Like any two Guardians to an Orphan Heireſs —y 
MASXNV ELI. | 


* by N 
4 


And whereas Pleaſure is generally paid with Miſa 


what Miſchicf I do is to be paid with Pleaſure. 
MELLEFONT. 


So when you've ſwallow'd the Potion, you ſweat 


your Mouth with a Plumb. 
MASKWELL,. 

You are merry, Sir, but I ſhall probe your Conftit 
on. In ſhort, the Price of your Baniſhment is to be 
with the Perſbn of 0 

RPA . LLEFONT. . 
Of Cynthia, a Fortune—— Why, you forget; 
told me this before. Pr 
MASKWELT. 
No, no So far you are right; and I am, as n 
eſt of that Bargain, to have full and free Poſſeſſion of 
Perſon of——your Aunt. 
; | MELLEFONT. 
Ha pho, you trifle, 
M ASKWELL. 

By this Light, I'm ſerious; all 
knew *twould ſtun you: This Evening at eight ſhe 
receive me in her Bed-Chamber. | 

;  _MELLEFONT. 

Hell and the Devil! is ſhe abandon'd of all Grace 
Why the Woman is poſſeſs'd ——— 

- . MASKHVEEL. 

Well, will you go in my ſtrad? 
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MELLEFONT.. r 
By Heay'n into a hot Furnace ſooner. er 
M ASKWELL. 
No, you would not It would not be fo convent- 
ent, as I can order Matters. 
MELLEFONT. 
What d'ye mean! 
MASKVWELL. 
| Veto? Net to diſappoint the Lady, I aſſure you 
ka, ha, how gr 1 looks — Come come, I 
won't perplex you. Md the only Thing that Providence 
ould have contriv'd to make me > capable of ſerving you, 
ther to my Inclination or your own Neceſſity. | 
MELLEFONT, 
How, how, for Heay'ns fake, dear Maskwell? 
MASKWELL. | 
Why thus I'll go according to Appointment; you 
al avs Notice at the critical Minute to come and ſur- 
riſe your Aunt and me together: Counterfeit a Rage a- 
rinſt me, and I'll make my Eſcape through the private 
iflage from her Chamber, which I'll take care to leave 
zen: 'T'will be hard, if then you can't bring her to any 
ions For this Diſcovery will diſarm her of all De- 
nce, and leave her entirel *. your Mercy: Nay, ſhe 
uſt ever after be in awe wg 
MELLE * 0 NT. f 
Let me adore thee, my better Genius! 5 Heav'n I 
ink it is not in the . of Fate to diſappoint my 
ſopes —— My Hopes! my Certainty. 
M ASKWELL. 
Well, I'll meet you here, within a Quarter of cight, 
Id give you Notice. 
MELLEFON T. 
Good Fortune ever go along with thee. 


I 2 
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SCENE V. 
MeLtzronTt, CaRETLISs. 


CARELESS, 
Mr out o'th* Way; my Lady Plyant's comi 
all never ſucceed while thou art in Si 
— - Tho' ſhe begins to tack about; but In 
Love a great while to no Purpoſe. 
 MELLEFONT 

Why, what's the Matter? She's convinc d that I & 

care for her. 


CARELESS. | 
J can't get an Anſwer from her, that does not be 
with her Honour, or her Virtue, her Religion, or {on 
ſuch Cant. Then ſhe has told me the whole Hiftor 
Sir Paul's nine Years Courtſhip; how he has lain 
whole Nights together upon the Stairs, before her Cha 
ber · Door; and that the firſt Favour he received from ht 
was a Piece of an old Scarlet Petticoat for a Stomacke 
"which ſince the Day of his Marriage, he has, out 0d 
Piece of Gallantry, converted into a Night-Cap, 
wears it ſtill with much Solemnity on 5 Anviyer 
Wedding Night. 
MELLEFORNT. 
That I have ſeen, with — be Ceremony thereunto 
For on that Night he in at f 
bo like a gull'd Baſſa that fas he ep Reli 
—_ the-Grand 2 and that Night be ha has his Arm 
Did not ſhe tell you at what a Diſtance! 
— im? He has confels'd to me that but at ſome 
tain Times, that is I ſuppoſe when ſhe apprehends be 
with Child, he never has the Privilege of uſing the fu 
larity of a Husband with a Wife, He was once g 
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{rambling with his Hands and ſprawling in his Sleep; 
| ever fince ſhe has him ſwadled up in Blankets, and 
i Hands and Feet ſwath'd down, and ſo put to Bed; and 
ere he lies with a great Beard, like a Ruſſian Bear upon 
Yrift of Snow. You are very great with him, I won» - 
t he never told you his Gricvances; he will, I warrant” 


7 


Iu, 
CARELESS. 


Exceſſively fooliſn Bur that which gives me moſt 
opes of ber, is her telling me of the many Temptati- 
x the has reſiſted. 
MELLEFONT. ; 

Nzy, then you have her; for a Woman's bragging to 
Man that ſhe has overcome Temptations, is an Argu- 

t that they were weakly offer'd, and a Challenge to 
m to engage her more inrefiſtably, *Tis only an in- 
ing the Price of the Commodity, by telling you 
w many Cuſtemers have underbid her, 


p > ARELESS, | 
Nay, I don't deſpair — But till ſhe has a grudging 
* "al I talk d to her Yother Night 4 7 — 
es Maſquerade, when I'm ſatisfy d 8 me, and 
m no Reaſon to complain of my Reception; but 1 
ac Women are not the {ame bare-faced and in Masks,.—— 
at of WP Vizor diſguiſes their Inclinations as much as their 
$, 
bl MELLEFONT. 
1s a Miſtake, for Women may moſt properly be ſaid 

be unmask'd when they wear Vizors; for that ſecures 
inte n from Bluſhing, and being out of Countenance, and 
at Ft to being in the Dark, or alone, they are moſt tru 
Rehn mſelves in a Vizor Mask. Here they come, I'll leave 
Arm Ply her cloſe, and by and by elap a Billet doux into 
ance i Hand: For a Woman never thinks a Man truly in 
mee with her, *till he has been Fool enough to think 
ds deſber out of her Sight, and to loſe ſo much time as to 
ne Fur to her. 
ce fl 


I ; SCENE 


SCENE VI. 


CARELESS, Sir PAuL PLYANT aud LadyPLyaxy 


| NTT FITANT 


H ANT we diſturb your Meditation, Mr. Cart 
You wou'd be private, 8 
CARELESS. 
You bring that along with you, Sir Paul, that ſhall u 
always welcome to my Privacy. 
| Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

O, ſweet Sir, you load your humble Seryants, bot 
me and my Wife, with continual Favours. 

| Lady PLYANT. 

Sir Paul, what a Phraſe was there? You will be n 
king Anſwers, and taking that upon you, which ouy 
to lie upon me: That you ſhould have fo little Breeding 
to think Mr. Careleſs did not apply himſelf to me. Pri 
what have you to entertain any Bodies Privacy? I ima 
and declare in the Face of the World I'm ready to bu 
for your Ignorance. . 
FOR Sir PAUL PTTANI. | 
I acquieſce, my Lady; but don't ſaub ſo loud. 


[Aſide to by 
Lady PLYANT. 7 
Mr. Careleſs, if a Perſon that is wholly iliterate mig 
be ſuppoſed to be capable of being qualify'd to make 
ſuitable Return to thoſe Obligations which you are pe 
ſed to confer upon one that is wholly incapable of bel 
ualify'd in all thoſe Circumſtances, I'm ſure I ſhoud 
ther attempt it than any thing in the World, cn a 
for 'm ſure there's nothing in the World that I wo 
rather. ¶ Curt ſces] But I know Mr. Careleſs is fo gredl 
Critick and ſo fine a Gentleman, that it is impoſſible | 


ORD 
RTE CAR 
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ARELESS. 
0 Heav'ns! Madam, you confound me. 
| Sir PAUL PLYANT 4 

Gads-bud, ſhe's a fine Perſon---- 

Lady PLY ANT. | | 
o Lord! Sir, pardon me, we Women have not thoſe 
drantages: I know my own ImperfeCtions-----But at 
he ame time you muſt give me Leave to declare in the 
ce of the World that no Body is more ſenſible of Fa- 
ours and Things; for with the Reſerve of my Honour, 
aſſure you, Vir. Careleſs, I don't know any Thing in the 
orld I would refufe to a Perſon fo meritorious---You'll 
ardon my want of Exprefſion.---- | 
CARELESS, 


NY, 


ulrly that of Phraſe. 
Lady PLYANT, 
You are ſo obliging, Sir | 
CARELESS. 
Your Ladyſhip is ſo charming, 
Sir PAUL PLYANT, 
$0, now, now; now, my Lady. 
Lady PLYANT, 
$0 well bred, 1th 


CARELESS, 
80 ſurprizing. 
Lady PLY ANT. 


d eaſie, fo free, ſo particular, ſo agrecable---- 
Sir P AUL PLY ANT. 
7, fo, ſo, there. 
| CARELESS. 
O Lord, I beſeech you, Madam, don't 
Lady PLY ANT. 
50 pay, ſo graceful, ſo good Teeth, ſo fine Shape, ſo 
ie Limbs, ſo fine Linnen, and I don't doubt but you 
aca very good Skin, Sir, 


0 your Ladyſhip is abounding in all Excellence, parti- 


So well dreſt, ſo bonne mine, ſo eloquent, ſo unaffeRes, | 


I 4 CARE. 
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. CARELESS. 
For Heay'ns fake, Madam —— I'm quite out of Coy 


.GNnance. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

And my Lady's quite out of Breath; or elſe you ſha 
hear——Gad's-bud, you may talk of my Lady Froth! 

CARELESS. 

O fie, fie, not to be named of a Day----My Lady Fr 
is very well in her Accompliſhments-------But it is whe 
my Lady Plyant is not thought of—If that can ever be. 

Lady PLYANT 

O you overcome me------That is ſo exceſſive, 

Sir P AUL PL YANT. : 

Nay, I fwear and vow that was pretty. 

CARELESS. 

O Sir Paul, you are the happieſt Man alive. Sucht 
Lady! that is the Envy of her own Sex, and the Adni 
ration of ours. : 

Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

. e Servant. I am, I thank Heav'n, l 2 find 
way of living, as I may fa cefully and happily, a 
I think 996 eb envy ab X — Neighbours, Lee x 
Providence—Ay truly, Mr. Careleſs, my Lady is a gre 
Bleſſing, a fine, diſcreet, well-ſpoken Woman as you fb 
ſee--— If it becomes me to ſay ſo; and we live ve 
comfortably together; ſhe is a little haſty ſometimes, u 
fo am I; but mine's ſoon over, and then I'm ſo ſorry 
O, Mr. Careleſs, if it were not for one thing 


nc 


— 


CaxxlLEss, Sir PauL PLYANT, Lady PLYANt, 
Boy with a Letter, 


| Lady PEYANT 
H OW often have you been told of that, you Ja® 


napes ? 
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Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
cd fo, pad's-bud——Tim. carry it to my Lady, you 
ould 2 it to o w_ firſt, 1 
B . 


Tis directed to your Worſhip. 

Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
well, well, my Lady reads all Letters firſt Child, 
p ſo no more; d' ye hear, Tim. 

| B OF. 


SCENE VIII. 


CaxtLEss, Sir PAUL PLYANT, Lady Pry Avr. 


Sir PAUL PIYANT. | 
Humour of my Wife's, you know Women have lit- 
tle Fancies But as I was telling you, Mr. Care 
if it were not for one thing, I ſhould think my ſelf 
happieſt Man in the Word; indeed that touches me 
ar, very near. 


CARELESS. 
What can that be, Sir Paul! 
Sir PAUL P'LYANT. wes 
Why, J have, I thank Heaven, a very plentiful For- 
ne, a good Eſtate in the Country, ſome Hbuſes in 
wn, and ſome Mony, a pretty tolerable perſonal E- 
le; and it is a great Grief to me, indeed it is, Mr. 
dle, that I have not a Son to inherit this — Tis 
e, | have a Daughter, and a fine dutiful Child ſhe is, 
gh fay it, blefſ.d be Providence I may fay; for in- 
, Mr. Careleſs, I am mightily-beholden to Providence 
A poor unworthy Sinner Rur if I had a Son, 
thats my aAffl ction, and y only Affliction; indeed 1 
wot refrain Tears when it comes in my wind. 
«>. [ Crees, 
I 5 CARE. 
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CARELESS. T 
| Why, methinks that might be cafily remedied m 
Lady's a fine likely Woman 
Sir PAUL PLYANT  _ 
Oh, a fine likely Woamn as you ſhall ſee in a Sun 
mer's Day —— Indeed ſhe is, Mr. Careleſs, in all Re. 


| CARELESS. | | 
And I ſhould not have taken you to have been f 
Sir PAUL PLT ANT. 

Alas, that's not it, Mr. Careleſs; ah! that's not it; 
no, you ſhoot wide of the Mark a Mile; indeed you d 
that's not it, Mr. Careleſs; no, no, that's not it. 

| CARELESS 
No;. what can be the Matter then ? 
| Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

You'll ſcarcely believe me, when I ſhall tell you 
Lady is ſo Nice It's very ſtrange, but it's true: I. 
true ſhc's ſo very Nice, that I don't believe 
would touch a Man for the World At leaſt not abc 
once a Near; I'm ſure I have found it ſo; and alas, wh 
once 2 Year to an old Man, who would do good in h 
Generation? Indeed it's true, My, Careleſs, it breaks n 
Heart—— I am her Husband, as I N though f 
unworthy of thas Honour, yet I am her Husband; bi 
alas-a-day, I have no more Familiarity with her Perl 
—— as to that Matter — than with my own Mother 


no indeed. oe 
CARELESS. Qu 
Alas-a-day, this is a lamentable Story; my Lady mi ber 


de told on't; ſhe muſt i faith, Sir Paul; *tis an Injury 


the World. 
Sir PAUL PLY ANT. 
Ah! would to Heay'n you would, Mr, Carelef; 5. 
are mightily in her Favour. 
CARELESS, 
I warrant you; what, we muſt have a Son ſome 
or other. 7 7" Lo 
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4 Sr PAUL PLYANT. 
„ jndced, 1 ſhould be mightily bound to you, if you 
ould bring it about, Mr. Careleſs. 
Lady PLYANT. 
un: Here, Sir Paul, it's from your Steward, here's a Re- 
e of 600 Pounds; you may take fifty of it for the 
ext half Year. [ Gives him the Lower. 


M1 2 * 0 n _ 
9 o” SAC © ps PM LY 2s 5 N. 2 S ** - 


SCENE n 
[To them] Lord FRO TR, CYNTHIA, 


Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
OW does my Girl? come hither to thy father 
poor Lamb, thou'rt Melancholick. 
— Lord FRO T H. 

Heav'n, Sir Paul, you amaze-me, of all things i in | the 
eve r Y ou are never pleas d but when we are all up- 
abo the broad Grin; all Laugh and no Company; ah, then 

: ſuch a Sight to-ſee ſome Teeth — Sure you're a a 
| in Meat Admirer of my Lady Whiffer, Mr. Sneer, and Sir 
ks ene Laud, and that Gang. 


agb f Sir PAUL PLYANT. 1 
dz bu Ir and ſwear: ſhe's'a very merry 1 = I 
 PeriodMink ſhe laughs a little too much. | 

other Lord F ROT H. 


8555 O Lord, * r- that is of a Woman 
ity—— You have at m Whifler's 
ly my her Day, Madam ? 4 * 8 
ur) CTNTAIA. 
es, My Lord I muſt humour this Fool [4ide, 
Lord FROTH. 
5 K vel and how? hee! What is your Senſe of the Cons 


lation ? 


CINTHI A. 
) molt ridiculous, a perpetual Conſort of wy 
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without any Harmony; for ſure, my Lord, to laugh out 
[oy is as difogrecable as to fing out of Time er out 
Tune. 


Lord F ROTH. 
. Hee, hee, hee, right; and then, my Lady Whifleris f 
ready — ſhe always comes in three Bars too ſoon — 
And then, what do they laugh at? For you know hugh, 
ing without a Jeſt is as impertinent; hee! as, as — 
4 Rs - - + & & nk 
As dancing without a Fiddle. 
Juſt, i'faith: that was at my Tongue's end. 
CTINTHI A. 
But that cannot be properly ſaid of them, for I think 
they are all in good Nature with the World, and 0 
Lugh at one another; and you muſt allow they harte 
Te 
Converſation. 


s in their Perſons, though they have none in ti 
Lord FR OT H. ö 


True, as I'ma Perſon of Honour For Heay'ns (8 © 
let us facrifice em to Mirth a little. or 
Enter and whiſpers Sir u ine 
7 Sir r- 10 
Gads fo — Wife, Wife, my Lady Plyant, I have a 
Word. [ 
* P EET ANI. | 


Im bufie, Sir Paul; I wonder at your Impertinenc 
CARELESS. 

Sir Paul, harkye, I'm reaſohing the Matter you kne 
Madam, — if your Ladyſhip pleaſe, we'll diſcourk 
this in the next Room. 9 
0 Sir PAUL PLYANT. + as 
O ho, I. wiſh you good Succeſs. I wiſh you g 
Succeſs. Boy, tell my Lady, when ſhe has done, I ws 
Speak with hex below, © © 15 


- SCE) 


SCENE X. 


CynTHIA, Lord FRO rn, Lady FrRoOTH, BRIS x, 


Lady F RO T H. 
HEN you think that Epiſode between Suſan, the 
Dairy- Maid, and our Coach- Man is not amiſs; you 
now, I may ſuppoſe the Dairy in Town, as well as in 
he Country. | 


| BRISK. 

Incomparable, let me periſh——But then being an He- 
dick Poem, had not you better call him a Charioteer? Cha- 
weer ſounds great; beſides your Ladyſhip's Coachman 
aving a red Face, and you comparing him to the Sun 
id you know the Sun is call'd Heav'ns Charioteer. 

Lady F RO T H. b 
Ob, infinitely better; l'm extreamly beholden to you 
or the Hint; ſtay, we'll read over thoſe half a Score 
ines again. [Pulls owt à Paper] Let me ſee here, you 
now what goes before the Compariſon, you know, 
Keads,] For as the Sun ſhines ev'ry Day, 

So of our Coachman I may ſay. 
BRISK. 
I'm afraid that Simile won't do in wet Weather 
cauſe you ſay the Sun ſhines ev'ry Day. 
| Lady FROT H. 
No, for the Sum it won't, but it will do for the Coach- 
han, for you know there's moſt Occaſion for a Coach 
wet Weather, 
BRISK, 


Right, right; that ſayes all. 
Lady FR OT H. . 
Then I don't ſay the Sun ſhines all the Day, but that 
e peeps now and then, yet he does ſhine all the Day 
, you know, tho' we don't ſee him, 
| BRISK. 


SCE 


> 


182 The DovsLe-Dear nn. 
ER: "4 1 * ; 
Right, but the Vu ill never comprehend that, 
; 7 
Well, you ſhall hear Let me fee. 
Reads] For as the Sun ſhines ev'ry Day, 
« + 2 Coach-man I may ſay, 
He ſhows his drunken fiery Face, 


Fuſt as the Sun dovs, more or leſs. 
BRISK. a 
That's right, all's well, alls well. Niere or leſs, 
Lady FRO T H. reads] 
And when at Night his Labours done, 
Then too, like Heav'ns Chariateer the Sun: 
Ay, Charieteey does better, 
Into the Dairy he deſcends, 12 
And there his Whipping and his Dniving end.; 
There he's ſecure from Danger of a Bit, 
His Fare is paid him, and he ſets in Milk, 
For Suſan, you know, is Thetis and ſo 
BRISK. RE 27 
Incomparable well and proper, Igad————Byt 1 hl 
one Exception to make Don't you think Bilk(Tkne 
it's good Rhime) but don't you think B and Fare to 
like a Hackney Coach-man ? 
Lady FROTH. | 
I ſwear and yow I'm afraid ſo And yet our J 
was a Hackney 2 my Lord took him: 
- BRISK. 1 
Was he? I'm anſwer d, if Fehi was a Hackney Coad 
man -— You may put that in the marginal Notes tho, 
prevent Criticiſm --— Only mark it with a fmall Aft 
riſm, and ſay,—7ehu was formerly a Hackney Coat 


man. 
a — LES 

I will; you'd oblige me extreamly to write Notes i 

9 1 7 | 


BRISK, 
With all my Heart and Soul, and proud of the yaſt Hi 
„„ 
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Lord F ROTH. 

Hee, hee, hee, my Dear, have you done — won't you 
in with us? we were laughing at my Lady MWhifler, and 
lr. Seer. i 0 


5 


Lady FRO T H. 
Ay my Dear Were you? Oh filthy Mr. Sueer; 
a nauſeous Figure, a moſt fulſamick Fop, foh 
e ſpent two Days together in going about Covent- 
zden to ſuit the Lining of his Coach with his Com- 
exion, 


Lord F ROT FH. 
0 filly! yet his Aunt is as fond of him, as if the had 
ought the Ape into the World her ſelf. 

d dept C, the ortifying Specta- 

Who, my Lady Toothle/s ? O, ſhe's a mortifyin 
; ſhe's always chewing the Cud like an old Yew. 
CYNTHI A. 
Fie, Mr. Brisk! Eringo's for her Cough. 

Lady FROTH. | 
| have ſeen her take em half chew'd out of her Mouth, 
laugh, and then put em in again — Fon. 

Lord FROTH, 


Fob 
Lady FRO T E. 
Then ſhe's always ready to laugh when Sneer offers to 
k— And fits in Expectation of his no Jeſt, with 
Gums bare, and her Mouth open-em—— 
| SS 75x 7 WW 
Like an Oyſter at low Ebb, I'gad — Ha, ha, ha. 
CYNTHIA. [Aſide] | 
Vell, I find there are no Fools ſo inconſiderable in them- 
pes, but they can render other People contemptible by 
jvling their Infirmities. | 
Lady FROTH. 
hen that t'other great ftrapping Lady I can't hit 
ter Name; the old fat Fool that paints fo cxorbi- 
J. 8 ; 


BRISK, 


” = 
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I! | B RIS X. 
. I know whom you mean —— But deuce take me! 
can't hit of her Name neither Paints, d'ye ſay? Why 
ſhe lays it on with a Trowel —— Then ſhe has a grey 
Beard that briſtles through it, and makes her look 2 
ſhe were plaiſter'd with I iĩme ard Hair, let me periſh, 
i - | Lady FROTH, 
. Oh you made a Song upon her, Mr. Brisk. 
| BRISK. 
He? egad, ſo I did — My Lord can ſing it. 
i CYNTHI 4. 
O good my Lord let's hear it 
BRISK. 

"Tis not a Song neither-----It's a ſort of Epigram, » 
rather an Epigrammatick Sonnet; I don't know wht 
to call it, but it's Satire.-----Sing it, my Lord. 

Lord FR OTH, fangs. 

Ancient Phillis has young Gr: ces, 

*Iis a ſtrange thing. but a true one; 

Shall I tell you how t - 
She her ſelf makes her own Faces, 
And each Morning wears à new one; 
Where's the Wonder now ? 


6 


| | B RIS X, 
Short, but there's Salt in't; my way of Writing, Ig 


F SUL SARS I, £-. 
SCENE Xl. 
[DD them] Foo r MAN. 


Lady F ROTE. 


H OW now? 
FOOTMAN, 
Your Ladyſhip's Chair is come, 
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Lady FROTH. ' 
; Nurſe and the Child in it? 
FO OTM AN. 
Yes, Madam. Ss 
Lady FROTH. 
0 the dear Creature! let's go ſee it. 
Lord FROTH. | 
| ſwear, my Dear, you'll ſpoil that Child, with ſen 
git to and again ſo often; this is the ſeventh time the 
dur has gone for her to Day. 
Lady FROTH. 
kw, I ſwear it's but the fixth---and I han't ſeen her 
{ two Hours-----The poor dear Creature----I ſwear, 
Lord, you don't love poor little Saphe-----Come, my 
r Cynthia, Mr. Brick, we'll go ſec Sapho, tho my 
rd won't. 
348 CTNTH IA. 
Il wait upon your Ladyſhip. 
BRISK. 
Pray, Madam, how old is Lady Sapho? 
Lady FROTH. 
Three Quarters, but I ſwear ſhe has a World of Wit, 
| can ſing a Tune already. My Lord, won't you go? 
ut you? What, not to ſee Saph? Pray, my Lord, 
ne {ce little Sab. I knew you cou'd not ſtay. 
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SCENE XII. 
CyNTHI A, alone. 


Is not ſo hard to counterfeit Joy in the Depth of 
Affliction, as to diſſemble Mirth in Company of 
L Why ſhould I call 'em Fools? The World 
ls berter of em; for theſe have Quality and Edu- 
on, Wit and fine Converſation, are receiv'd and ad- 
Aby the World If not, they like and ad- 
mire 
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wire themſelves And why is not that true i 
dom, for 'tis Happineſs: And for ought I 1 
have miſapply'd the Name all this while, and miſt 
the Thing: Since 


? E. Happineſs in Self-content is Mar'd, 
; The Wiſe are Wreiched, and Fools only * 2 


End of the Third Ad. 


COND OOO 


LEY IT. 
—— —-— — — 


" - ——— 
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r W. SEN E I 


MELLEFONT aud CYNTHIA. 


CYNTHIA. 


5 Heard him loud as I came by the Cloſet- 
Door, and my Lady with him, but ſhe 
| 1 (=: ſeem'd to moderate his Paſſion, 
2 MELLEFONI. ; 

| F AYs Hell thank her, as gentle Breezes 
moderate a Fire; but I ſhall counter- work 
Spells, and ride the Witch in her own Bridle, 

CYNTHIA. 

I's impoſſible; ſhe'll caſt beyond you ſtill Pl lay 
Life it will gever be a Match. 

. MELLE TONI. 
That? 


CYNTHIA. 
between you and me. 
MELLEFONT,. 
Why ſo? 


CYNTHIA. 
My Mind gives me it won't — becauſe we are both 
ling; we cach of us ſtrive to reach the Goal, and 
der one another in the Race; I ſwear it never does 
| when the Parties are fo agreed——For when Peo- 
wk Hand in Hand, there's neither overtaking nor 
ing: We Hunt in Couples where we both purſue 
lame Game, but forget one another, and 'tis becauſe 
ue ſo near that we don't think of coming together. 


MELLE- 


. 


F 
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. MELLEFONT. _© 
Hum. gad I believe there's fomething in't; — Mai 

age is the Game that ave hunt, and while we think -th 


we only have it in View, I don't ſee but we haye iti 
our Power, 


* CYNTHIA. Fi 

Within reach; for Fxample, give me your Hand; 5 
have look'd through the wrong End of the Perſpeti 
all this while; for nothing has been between us but 
Fears. 


MELLIEFONT. 

I don't know why we ſhould not ſteal out of the Ha 
this very Moment and marry one another, without Ct 
fideration or the Fear of Repentance. Pox o Fm 
Portion, Settlements and ſointures. 1 

| CYNTHIA. a 

Ay, ay, what have we to do with em; you kn 
we marry for Love. 

MELLEFONT. 
Love, Love, down-right very villainous Love. 
| CINTHI A 
And he that can't live upon Love, deſerves to die it 
Ditch, — Here then, I give you my Promiſe, in ſpy 
of Duty, any Temptation of Wealth, your Inconkat 
or my own Inclination to change 
MELLEFONT. 
To run moſt wilfully and unreaſonably away with! 
this Moment, and be married. - 
CYNTHI AX 
Hold Never to marry any body elſe. 
MELLEFONT. 
That's but a kind of Negative Conſent — Why, 
won't baulk the Frolick ? 
TL. $4 88 4 
If you had not been ſo aſſured of your own Cond! 
T would not But *tis but reaſonable that (inc 
confent to like a Man without the vile Conſideration wes 
Mony, he ſhould give me a very evident Demonſta m. 


# as a 
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tis Wit: Therefore let me ſee you undermine my 

ly Touchwood, as you boaſted, and force her to give 

x Content, and then : 

| MELLEFONT, 

Ill do't. . 
CYNTHIA. 

And T'll do't. 


MELLEFONT. 
This very next enſuing Hour of eight a Clock is th 
Minute of her Reign, unleſs the Devil aſſiſt her in 
ns per ſona. 

CYNTHIA. 
ell, if the Devil ſhould affiſt her, and your Plot 
carry. 


MELLEFONT. 

7, what am I to truſt ro then? 

+ -£F ff” Im 

ſhy if you give me very clear Demonſtration that it 
5 the Devil, I' allow for irreſiſtible Odds. Bur if I 
it to be only Chance, or Deſtiny, or unlucky Stars, 
y thing but the very Devil, I'm inexorable: Only 
Sie uu keep my Word, and live a Maid for your fake, 
MELLEFONT 

nd you won't die one, for your own; ſo ſtill there's 


| CYNTHI A. 
eres my Mother-in-Law, and your Friend Careleſs ; 
ould not haye 'em ſee us together yet. 


72 
— — 


"by, SCENE IL 
A CARELESS and Lady PLYANT. 
t (inc Lady PLY ANT. 


eration wear, Mr. Careleſs, you are very allurin And fay 
antun many fine Things, und nothing is Þ maying © 
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Praiſes can deſcription 


Ah! Very fine. 


am not ſafe if | ftay, and muſt leave you. 


LI mul ſay the ſame Thing over again, and can t help it. l. 


me as a fine Thins. +, . mult do you this Jul 
and dec!zre in the acc ot the World, never any i 
gain d 10 ter nine as your feliz with Bluſhes | 
own it, you have ſhaken, as I may ſay, the very jg 
dation of my Honour — Well, ſure if I eſcape j 
Importunities, I ſhall value my {elf as long as 1 | 


ſwear. | 
CARELESS, 

And deſpiſe me. [Si 
Lady PLY ANT. 

The laſt of any Man in the Worl4, by my Parity; g 
you make me {wear —— O Gratitude forbid, thi 
ſhould ever be wanting in a reſpectful Acknowledgn 
of an intire Reſignation of all my beſt Wiſhes, far 
Perſon and Parts of ſo accompliſh'd a Perſon,” whole 
rit challenges much more, I'm ſure, than my illits 


CARELESS (In a whining Tone.) 
Ah Heav'ns, Madam, you ruin me with Kind 
our charming Tongue purſues the Victory of 
yes, while at your Feet your poor Adorer dies, 
Lady PLYANT. © 


CARELESS (Still whining.) 

Ah why are you ſo Fair, ſo bewitching Fair? 0 

me grow to the Ground here, and feaſt upon that H 

O let me preſs it to my Heart, my trembling Heat, 

nimble Movement ſhall inſtruct your Pulſe, and tad 
to alarm Deſire. 


Zens, I'm almoſt at the ind of my Cam, if fir il © 
yield quickly. | [4 

| | Lady PLY ANT. : 

O that's ſo paſſionate and fine, I cannot bear it 


CARELESS. | 
And muſt you leave me! Rather let me languiſh 
a wretched Life, and breath my Soul beneath your f 
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| Lady PLYANT. 
I ſwear Tm ready to languiſh too — O my Honour! 
picker is it going? I proteſt you have given me the 
nication of the Heart. | 
CARELESS, 
Can you be ſo cruel?— 
Lady PLYANT. 

0 riſe I beſeech you, ſay no more till you riſe 
by did you kneel ſo long? I ſwear I was fo tranſpor- 

did not ſee it. — Well, to ſhew you how far 
je gain d upon me; I aſſure you if Sir Paul ſhould die, 
il Mankind there's none I'd ſooner make my ſecond 
ice, 


CARELESS. 

0 Heav'n! I can't out-live this Night without your 
our feel my Spirits faint, a general Dampneſs 
r-ſpreads my Face, a cold deadly Dew already vents 
wugh all my Pores, and will to- Morrow waſh me for 
— your Sight, and drown me in my Tomb. | 
| Lady PLY ANT. | f 
0 you have conquer'd, fweet, melting, moving Sir, 
| have conquer d What Heart of Marble can re- 
in to weep, and yield to ſuch ſad Sayings. — {[Cries, 


CARELESS, 
17 0 1 thank Heay'n, they are the ſaddeſt that I ever faid— 
1 [1 ſhall never contain Laughter. (Aſids.) 


Lady PLY ANT, | 
Ob, I yield my ſelf all up to your uncontroulable Em- 
ces —- Say, thou dear dying Man, when, where, and 
v. — Ah, there's Sir Paul | 

| CARELESS. 

Sife, yonder's Sir Paul; but if he were not come, I'm 
tranſported I cannot ſpeaʒ This Note will in- 


SCENL 
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make bf none effect your Oath: So you may unſwer 
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SCENE III. 


Lady PLYANT, Sir Paul PLYANT, CYNTHH, 


Sir PAUL PLYANT 
HOU art my tender Lambkin, and ſhalt do w 
thou wilt. gut endeavour to forget this Me 
CYNTHI A. 
1 would obey you to my Power, Sir; but if I l 
not him, I have ſworn never to marry. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
Never to marry! Heay'n's forbid ; muſt I neither h 
Sons nor Grandſons? muſt the Family of the Phan 
utterly extinct for want of Iſſue Male, Oh Impiety! 
did you ſwear, did that ſweet Creature ſwear! ha? Ho 
durſt you ſwear without my Conſent, ah? 
who am I? 


CYNTHI A. 
Pray don't be an y, Sir; when I wore, I had ye 
Conſent; and therefore | ſwore. 
Sir PAUL PLY ANT. 
Why then the revoking my Conſent does annul, 


again The Law will allow it, 
CINTHI A. 
Ay, but my Conſcience never will. 
Sr PAUL PLYANT. 
Gads-bud no matter for that, Conſcience and Law i 
ver go together; you muſt not expect that. 
Lady PLYANT. | 
Ay, but Sir Paul, I conceive it ſhe has ſworn, « 
mark me, if ſhe has once ſworn, it is moſt unchrilts 
inhuman, and obſcene that ſhe ſhould break it. — 
__ — the 1 again, becauſe Mr. W 
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Sir PAUL PLTANT. | 

Does your Ladyſhip conceive ſo — Why, I was of 

ht Opinion once too———Nay if your Ladyſhip con- 

vives ſo, I'm of that Opinion again; but I can neither 

xd my Lord nor my Lady to know what they intend, 
Lady PLY ANT. : 

I'm fatisfy'd that my Couſin Mellefont has been much 


rono'd. 
; CYNTH 1 A. [Aſide] | 
Im amaz d to find her of our fide, for I'm ſure ſhe 


d him. 
Lady PLT ANI. 
I know my Lady Tonchwood has no Kindneſs for him: 
d befides I have been inform d by Mr. Careleſs, that Mel- 
had never any thing more a profound Reſpect 
That he has own'd himſelf to be my Admirer tis 
e, but he was never ſo preſumptuous to entertain any 
onourable Notions of Things; ſo that if this be made 
in—1 don't ſee how my Daughter can in Conſci- 
ce, or Honour, or any thing in the World=-— 
Sir P AUL PLY ANT. 
Indeed if this be made plain, as my Lady your Mother 
Lady PLYAN T. | 
Phin! I was inform'd of it by Mr. Careleſ. And I 
ue you Mr. Careleſs is a Perſon — that has a moſt ex- 
ordinary Reſpect and Honour for you, Sir Faul. 
CYNTHI 4. Aid. 
nd for you Ladyſhip too, I believe, or elſe you had 
chang'd Sides ſo ſoon ; now I begin to find it. 
Sir PAUL PLY ANTI. 
Lam much obliged to Mr. Careleſs really, he is a Per- 
that I have a great Value for, net only for that, but 
ule he has a great Veneration for your Ladyſhip. 
Lady PLYANT. 
0 as, no indeed, Sir Paul, tis upon your Account. 
Sir PAUL PLTY ANT. 

x1 proteſt and vow, I _ no Title to his — 
1, * 


8 
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but in having the Honour to appertain in ſome Mey 
to your Ladyſhip, that's all. * 
. Lady PLYAMNT,. | 
3 Olaw now, I ſwear and declare, it ſhan't be fo, yy 
| too modeſt, Sir Paul. | 
F Sir P AUL PLYANT. 
It becomes me, when there is any Compariſon mak 
1 between | 
it Lady PLYANT. : 
1 O fy, fy, Sir Paul, you'll put me out of Countenye 
4 our very obedient and afſectionate Wife; that; 
— And highly honour'd in that Title. 
Sir PAUL PLY ANTI. 
Gads- bud I am tranſported! Give me leave to kils yt 
Ladyſhip's Hand. b 
| CYNTHI A. 
That my poor Father ſhould be ſo very filly! {4 
Lady P LY A NT. 
My Lip indeed, Sir Paul, I ſwear you fhall. 
He kiffes her, and bows vn 
Sir PAUL PLY ANT. 
I humbly thank your Ladyſhip — I don't know 
ther 1 fly on Ground, or walk in Air — Gads-bud,4 
was never thus before Well, T muſt own my {ft 
moſt beholden to Mr. Careleſ. As ſure as can be 
is all bis doing, ſomething that he has ſaid; w 
*ris a rare thing to have an ingenious Friend, Well, x 
Ladyſhip is of Opinion that the Match may go | 
? | 


* 
f 
. 
© 


ward 
Lady PLY ANT. 
By all means Mr. Careleſs has ſatisfyd me of lm 
Matter. | be by | 
1 Sir PAUL PLT ANT Mer 
1 Well, why then Lamb you may keep your Oath, r 
| have a care of making raſh Vows; come hither to E. 
i and kiis Papa. | 4 e 
| : Lady PLTANI. 


14 
: 


4 


1 
N 
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1 
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| ©, | 
| I ſyycar and declare, I am in ſuch a twitter to ru 
| 
| 
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l/ his Letter, that I can't forbear any lo 
; bit though I may read all Letters firſt by Prerogative, 
u be ture to be unſuſpected this time. Sir 


1 

Sir PAUL PLYANT, 
Did your Ladyſhip call? 
Lady P LT ANT. 
Nay, not to interrupt you, my Dear Only lend me 
ur Letter, which you had from your Steward to Day: 
would look upon the Account again; and may be in- 
gere your Allowance. 
Sr P AUL PLYANT. - 
There it is, Madam; Do you want a Pen and Ink ? 

[ Bows and gives the Letter. 
Lady PLY ANT. 
No, no, nothing elſe, I thank you, Sir Paul. So, 
hy I can read my own Letter under the Cover of his. 


[4/ae, 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
He? And wilt thou bring a Grandſon at nine Months 
. — He? A brave chopping Boy. ll ſettle a thou- 
d Pound a Year upon the Rogue as ſoon as ever he 
ks me in the Face, I will Gads-bud. I'm overjoy'd to 


| (elf Wick | have any of my Family that will bring Children 
dee the World. For I would fain have ſome Reſem- 
d; oce of my ſelf in my Poſterity, he Thy? Can't you 
ell, ire that Affair, Girl? Do, Gads-bud, think on thy 
80 ether; heh? Make the young Rogue as like as you 


err. 

Im glad to ſee you ſo merry, Sir. 

Sir PAUL PLY ANT. 
Merry]! Gads-bud I'm ſerious, I'll give thee 500 l. for 
Inch of him that reſembles me; ah this Eye, this 
r te ye! A thouſand Pound for this left Eye. This has 

e Execution in its time, Girl; why thou haſt m 
, Huſſey, juſt thy Father's Leer, — Let it be tranſ- 
ted to the young mY the help of Imagination; 
2 


z read 
why 


- 
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-why tts the Mark of our Family, Thy; our Houſe i; 
ws Ringuiſh'd by a languiſhing Eye, as the Houſe of 4% 
62 is by a thick Lip. — Ah! when I was of your Age Hl 
l ſey, I would have held fifty to one, I could have 
mn my own Piture——Gads-bnd I could have don 
1 not ſo much as you neither, but — nay, du 
' 
1 bluſh 
1 CYNTHI A. 
Wo I don't bluſh, Sir, for I vow I don't underſtand 
* — 8 PLYANT. 
Pſhaw, Pſhaw, you fib you Baggage, you do unk 
Rand, and you underſtand; come Joo be ſo ni 
Gads-bud don't learn after your Mother-1n-Law my ly 
here: Marry Heav'n forbid that you ſnhould follow 
Example, that would ſpoil all indeed. Bleſs us, if 
ſhould take a Vagarie and make a rafh :Reſolution 
your Wedding Night, to die a Maid, as the did; al m 
ruin'd, all my Hopes loſt — My Heart would bee 
and my Eſtate would be left to the wide Word, be} 
Hope you are a better Chriſtian than to think of li 
Nun; he? Anſwer me. 
CYNTHIA. _ 
I'm all Obedience, Sir, to your Commands, 
Lady PLT ANT. [Having read the Letter] 
O dear Mr. Careleſs, I ſwear he writes charmingh, 
he looks charmingly, and he has charm'd me, as mud 
J have charm'd him; and ſo Il! tell him in the V 
robe when tis dark. O Crimine! I hope Sir Pau 


not ſeen both Letters. baftl 1 * 
[ Puts the Letter haſtily up, and gives him ber . 
Sir Faul, here's your Letter; to Morrow-Moraing 11 
ſettle Accounts to your Advantage. | 
dir F 
et hi 
WW 37 
EE 


SCE 
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SCENE IV. 
[To them] BR IS k. 


BRISK. 
IR Faul, Gads-bud you're an uncivil Perſon, let me 
ill you, and all that; and I did not think it had been 


Jou. 


Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
0 Law, what's the Matter now? I hope you are not 
ry, Mr. Brisk. 
BRISK. 

Deuce take me I believe you intend to marry your 
uphter your ſelf; you're always brooding over her like 
od Hen, as if ſhe were not well hatch'd, I'gad, he? 

Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
Good ſtrange! Mr. Brisł is ſuch a merry facetious Per- 
i he, he, No, no, I have done with her, I have. 
te with her now. 


B RIS X. 

The Fiddles have ſtay d this Hour in the Hall, and my Lord 

wants a Partner, we can never begin without her. 
Sir PAUL PLY ANT. ; 

Go, go Child, go, get you gone and dance and be mer- 

Il come and look at you by and by, —— Where's my 

n Mellefont ? | 

Lady PLT ANT. 

Ill ſend him to them: I know where he i 

| N WRC SK 

— will you ſend Careleſs into the Hall if you 

et him? | 

| Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

Lyill, I will, I'll go and look, for him on purpoſe. 


K 3 SCENE 
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O, now they are all gone, and I have an Opportuni 
to practiſe. Akt My dear Lady Froth! She! 
moſt engaging Creature, if ſhe were not ſo fond of ta 
damn'd coxcombly Lord of hers ; and yet I am foredt 
allow him Wit too, to keep in with him-—- No mitt 
ſhe's a Woman of Parts, and I'gad Parts will carry her. $ 
ſaid ſhe would follow me into the Gallery No to mib 
my Approaches — Hem hem! Ah Ma- (Bows.) dam! 
Pox ost, why ſhould I difparage my Parts by thinkin 
what to ſay? None but dull Rogues think; witty Me 
like rich Fellow, are always ready for all F pence 
while your Blockeads, like poor needy Scoundrels, _ 
forced to examine their Stock, and forecaſt the Chu 
of the Day. Here ſhe comes, I'll ſeem not to ſe he 
and try to win her with a new airy Invention of n 
own: hem! 8 


Dre 
W, 
SCENE VI. a 
[To him) Lady FROTH, 4 4 
| | 
BRISK Sings walking about. f 


1* ſick with Love, ha, ha, ha, pr'ythee come cure mt. 
I'm ſick with, &c. 

O ye Pow'rs! O my Lady Froth! my Lady Froth! 

Lady Froth! Heighe! Break my Heart; Gods | tht 


you, 
[Stands muſmg with his Arms 


5 
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Lady FRO TH. 

O Heav'ns, Mr. Brise! hat's the Matter? 

B RIS. K. f 

My Lady Froth! Your Lady ſhip's moſt humble Servant; 

The Matter, Madam? Nothing, Madam, nothing 

tall 'gad. I was fallen into the moſt agreeable Arnuſe- 

nent in the whole Province ot Contemplation : That's all 

(Tl ſeem to conceal my Paſſion, and that will 

"0K like Reſpect.) [.4ſide. 
Lady FROTH. | 

Bleſs me, why did you call out upon me fo loud 

BRISK. 

0 Lord, I, Madam! I beſeech your Ladyſhip — when? 
Lady FROTH. 

Juſt now as [ came in; bleſs me! why, don't you know 


BRISK. 
Not I, let me periſh — Bur did T! Strange! I con- 
fs jour Ladyſhip was in my Thoughts; and I was in 
ſort of Dream that did in a manner preſent a very 
leaſing Object to my Imagination, but. but did [ 
ndeed ? To ſee how Love and Murder will out. 
ut did I really name my Lady Froth?” 
Lady EROTH, 
Three times aloud, as I love Letters — But did you 
K of Love? O Parnaſſus! Who would have thought 
lr. Brick could have been in Love, ha, ha, ha. O Heay'ns! 
thought you cou'd have no Miſtreſs but the Nine Muſes, 
>" "8&1 K ; 3 
No more I have T'gad, for I adore em all in pour La 
bi Let me periſh, I don't know whether to 
ſplenatick, or airy upon't; the Deuce take me if I 
a tell whether. I am glad or ſorry that your Ladyſhip 
8 made the Diſcovery, 
Lady FRO T H. 
O be merry by all means — Prince Volſcizs in Love! 


ws) 0 * 
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BRISK. 

O barbarous, to turn me into Ridicule! Yet, hy, 
ha. The Deuce take me, I can't help laughing my (4 
ha, ha, ha; yet by Heav'ns I have a violent Paſſion fy 
your Ladyſhip, ſeriouſly. 

Lady FROTH. 
Seriouſly ? Ha, ha, ha. 
BRISK. 
Seriouſly, ha, ha, ha. Gad I have, for all I laugh, 
Lady FR OTH. 
Ha, ha, ha! What d'ye think I laugh at? Ha, ha, h 


S RIS X. 
Me T'gad, ha, ha. 
Lady FROTH. 
No, the Deuce take me if I don't laugh at my elf; f 
* "_ if 1 have not a violent Paſſion for Mr. Brick 
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BRISK. 
Seriouſly ? 
| Lady FROTAH, 
; | Seriouſly, ha, ha, ha. 
1 B RIS X. 


That's well enough; let me periſh, ha, ha, hu, ( 
miraculous, what a happy Diſcovery. Ah my dear churn 
1 ing Lady Froth ! 

i Lady FROTH. 
1 Oh my adored Mr. Brick ! [Emir 


Nee 
SCENE VII. 


[Td them] Lord FRO rn. 


Lord FRO TA. 

5 bnes Company are all ready How now! 
- I RISK 

Zoons, Madam, there's my Lord, [Soffly ' 


», 
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Lady FROTH. | 

re no Notice — but obſerve me —— Now 
off, and meet me at the lower End of the Room, 
then join Hands again; I could teach my Lord this 
nce purely, but I vow, Mr. Brick, I can't tell how to 
me ſo near any other Man, Oh here's my Lord, now 
u ſhall ſee me do it with him. 


[They pretend to practiſe part of a Country Dance. 
Lord FROTH. 

h, I ſee there's no Harm yet But I don't 

ethis Familiarity. Ale. 8 

Lady FRO TE. 


shall you and I do our cloſe Dance, to ſtow Mr. 
wk? 


Lord FRO TH. 
No, my Dear, do it with him. 
Lady F RO T H. 
I doit with him, my Lord, when you are out of 
Way. 


* R B RISK. 
$ gad, that's Deuce take me I can 
dy | Auge in his Ee. [4/ide. 
Lord FROTH. 
ny other time, my Dear, or we'll dance it below. 
Lady FRO TH. 
Vith all my Heart. 
B RISX. 
me my Lord, Ill wait on u. My charm- 
witty Angel! [Td her.. 
Lady FROTH. 


de ſhall have whiſpering time enough, you know, 
ewe are Partners. 


K 5 SCENE 


- 


O Mr. Careleſs, Mr. Careleſs, I'm ruin'd, I'm undo 


in here and adviſe me quickly, before he ſees, 
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SCENE VIII. 

Lady PLYANT, and CARELESS, 
Lady PLY ANTI 


CARELESS. | 
What's the Matter, Madam? | eng 
Lady PLTANT. 
O the unluck y'ſt Accident, Pm aftaid I ſhan't lire! 
tell it you. ; 
CARELESS. 
Heav'n forbid! What is it? 

Lady PLY ANT. 
I'm in ſuch a Fright; the ſtrangeſt Quandary and N 
munire! I'm all over in an Univerſal Agitation, I & 
{wear every Circumſtance of me trembles. 
ou Letter, your Letter! by an unfortunate Miſtabe 


* 


aye given Sir Paul your Letter inſtead of his own, WW" 
| CARELESS, | 
That was unlucky. 
Lady PLYT ANT. 

O yonder he comes reading of it, for Heav'ns ſake ft 


een 
SCENE IX. 
Sir PauL with a Letter. 


Sir PAUL PLYANT 


Providence! what a Conſpiracy have I diſcover' 
But let me ſee to make an end —— ee 
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y Paul ſbould furpri xe ut, I haue a Commiſſion from his 
ut with you about the very Matter of Fatt —— Matter 
fact! Very pretty; it ſeems then I am conducing to 
Non ukoldom; why this is the very traiterous Po- 


jon of taking up Arms by my Authority, againſt my 
fon! Well, ſer me — then I lenguiſh in — 


in of my adored Charmer. | 
Dying Ned. Careleſs, 


bud, would that were Matter of Fact too. Die 
i be damn'd for a F#1as Maccabeus, and Iſcariot both. 
friendſhip! What art thou but a Name! Henreforward 
no Man make a Friend that would not be a Cuckold: 
whomſoever he receives into his Boſom, will find 
Way to his Bed, and there return his Careſſes with 
veſt to his Wife. Have for this been pinion'd Night 
Night for three Years paſt? Have I been ſwath'd in 
kets till I have been even depriv'd of Motion? Have 
proach'd the Marriag- Bed with Reverence as to a ſa- 
d Shrine, and deny'd my ſelf the Enjoyment of laws 
Domeſtick Pleaſures to preſerve its Purity, and muſt 
pw find it polluted by foreign Iniquity? O my Lady 
mt, you were chaſte as Ice, , you are melted now, 
 falle as Water. ut Providence has been con- 
to me in diſcovering this Conſpiracy; ſtill I am be. 
en to Providence, if it were not for Providence, ſure 
r Sir Paul thy Heart would break. 
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SCENE X. 
[To him] Lady PLY ANT. 


Lady PLY ANT. 
0, Sir, I ſee you have read the Letter. Well 
now, Sir Faul, what do you think of your Friend 
Careleſs? 


ver 
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| Careleſs? Has he been treacherous, or did you gin 


vorced preſently, 


Inſolence a Licenſe to make Tryal of your Wife's 
ed Virtue? D'ye fee here? [Snatches the Letter as in Ay 
Look, read it! Gad's my Life if I thought it wer! 
I wou'd this Moment renounce all Communication ii 
you. Ungrateful Monſter ! He? Is it ſo? Ay, I fee jy 
Plot upon my Honour; your guilty Cheeks conſeſt 
Oh where ſhall wrong'd Virtue fly for Reparation! 
be divorced this Inſtant. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. _ 
Gabs-bud what ſhall I fay? This is the ſtrangeſt $ 
prize! Why I don't know any thing at all, nor 1 
know whether there be any thing at all in the Work 


NO, 
Lady PLY ANT. 

I thought I ſhould try you, falſe Man. I that! 
diſſembled in my Life: Yet to make Tryal of you, 
tended to like that Monſter of Iniquity, Careleſs, 
found out that Contrivance to let you ſee this Let 
which now I find was of your own inditing — 
I do, Heathen, I do; ſee my Face no more; II be 


o 


Sir PAUL PLY ANT. 

O ſtrange, what will become of me! Tn ſi 
maz d, and ſo over joy d, ſo afraid, and fo ſorry. 

But did you give me this Letter on Purpoſe, he? | 

you? 

Lady PLY ANT. 

Did 1? Do you doubt me, Turk, Saracen? 1 lanffſſ) 

Couſin that's a Proctor in the Commons, I'll go toric 

inſtantly,— — | Vatt 

| Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

Hold, ſtay, I beſeech your Ladyſhip —— I'm ſoc 

joy d, ſtay, Vl confeſs all | 

| Lady PLYANT. 
What will you confeſs, Jew? 

on tir PLUL-PLIANT. | | nf, 

Why now. as 1 hop'd to be ſaved, 1 had no Handi 
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cmmm_———_ ay bear me, I beſeech ſhi 
if be did not ro bjon — 
commiſſion — If I deſired him to do any more ſpeak 

1g00d Word only juſt for me; Gads-bud only for 
Sir Paul, Im an Anabaptiſt, or a Jew, or what youniad 
to call me; es. 
Lady PL TAN 

Why is not here Matter of Fact? 

Sir PAUL PLYANT. ab 

Ay, but by your own Virtue and Continency that 
matter of Fact is all his own doing -I confeſs I 
had a great Defire to have ſome Honours conferr'd upon 
me, which lye all in your Ladyſhip's Breaft, and he be- 
ve a well- ſpoken Man, I deſired him to intercede for 


Lady PLYANT. 
Did you ſo, Preſymption! Oh! he comes, the Tayquin 
(mes; I cannot bear his Sight. | 


„, \ * 5 — * 
N >| 8 „G.: 
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CaRELEss, Sr Paul PLYANT. 


CARELESS. 
IR Faul, Pm glad I've met with you; gad I have 
D fd all I could, but can't prevail Then my 
'rendſhip to you has carry'd me a little farther in this 
Natter — 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 


n fo off Indeed Well Sir Ill difſemble with him 
tte. 22 
CARELESS. 


Why Faith I have in my Time known honeft Gentle- 
hen abuſed by a pretended Coyneſs in their Wives, and 
tad a Mind to try my Lady's virtue rn cx 
co 


on thar — Then I writ u Leer to kd 
— know what Effects that will have, but I'll be foe 
to tell yon when I ds, tho' by this Light I belicye'he 


Virtue is impr 

| ir PAUL PLYANT. 
o Providence! Providence What Diſcoveries are kr 

made? Why, this is better and more miraculous than the 


roll, 
| CAREL BSS. 
What do you mean? 
Sir P AUL PLANT 4. 
Jet tell you, P'm fo overjoy'd; come along wit 
me to my Lady, I can't contain my {elf elf; come my de 


Friend. 
So, fo, ſo, this „ over. , LA 


SCENE XII. 
MELLEFONT, MAsKWELL, from diſerem Doors 


MELLEFONT. 


Aewell\ 1 have been looking for yoni HY 
a Quarter of Eight. 
M ASKWELL * 
My Lady is juſt gone into my Lord's Cloſet, 
beſt ſteal in 20 Chamber before ſhe comes, * he 
concealed there, otherwiſe ſhe may lock the Door whel 
we are together, and you not eaſily get in to ſurprize u 
MELLEFONT. 
He? You ſay true. 
MASKWELL. 
You had beſt make haſte, for after 22 ſon 
| 50108 
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4 to the Comp 
225 il this while, neu! 
baotly. es 
IE TOoN TE 
1 go this Moment: Now Fortune I defie 


l retire to her Chamber in 


"i. * 
. 


— 
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Mas KwELL, alone. 
Confeſs you may be allow'd to be ſecure in your own 
Opinion; the Appearanee is very fair, But I have an 
with WWW frcr-Game to play that ſhall turn the Tables, and here 
nes the Man that I muſt manage. 


v6 AK PG LAK OE 
3 8 GC EN E XIV. 

[To him] Lord Toucuwoon. 

Lord TOUCHWOO D. 

Alwell, you are the Man I wiſh'd to meet. 


M ASKVWELL, 
[am happy to, be in the way of your Lordſhip's Com- 


Lord TOUCHWOOD. — 
| have always found you prudent and careful in any 
lp that has concern'd me or my Family, 

M ASKWELTL. 

I were a Villain elſe I am bound by Duty and 
aitude, and my own Inclination, to be eyer your Lord- 
ps Seryant, | ; | : 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 

Enough You are my Friend; I know it: Yet 
7c has been a thing in your Knowledge, which has 
kcernd me nearly, that you have conceal'd from me. 

| M AS K- 


y for her own, and my Lord's 


— — — - * 
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My Lond! © ooo 0 dot ith 
_ —— ROE _” 
ay, I excuſe your Friendſhip to my unnatural Ng 
| Ern I know you have been privy 
ious Deſigns upon my Wife. This Ev'ning fie 


| | me all: Her good Nature conceals it as lom u 
was poſſible; but he perſeveres fo in Villany, that ſhe 
told me even you were weary of diſſuading him, though 
you have-once actually hindered him from orcing her, 

MASKWELE. 
\ Tam ſorry, my Lord, I can't make you an Anſe: 
this is an Occaſion in which I would not willingly be & 


lent. 
| Lord TOUCHWOOD, 

I know you would excuſe him And I know: 
well that you can't, | | 

. MASK BZT. | 

Indeed I was in Hopes thad been a youthful Heat, du 
might have ſoon boild over; but — 

Lerd TOUCHWO9O OD. 


Say on. 

| MASRV ELI. 

I have nothing more to ſay. my Lord — But to 
preſs my Concern; for I think his Frenzy increaſes dul 

| Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
© How! Give me but Proof of it, Ocular Proof, that 
may juſtifie my Dealing with him to the World, 1 
ſhare my Fortunes, 
 MASKWELL. * 

O my Lord! conſider that is hard: Beſides, Time m 
work upon him: Then, for me to do it! I haye pt 
feſs'd an everlaſting Friendſhip to him, 

: TOUCHWOOD. 

He is your Friend, and what am I? 

iin 

l am anſwered. 
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Lord TOUCHVOO D. 

rear not his Diſpleaſure; I will put you out of his 
| Fortune's Power, and for that has art ſcrupulouſly 
neſt, I will ſecure thy Fidelity to him, and give m 
our never to own any Diſcoyery that you hal 
ze me, Can you give me a demonſtrative Proof? 


ow 


M ASKWELL. 

[ wiſh J could not To be plain, my Lord, I 
nded this Ev'ning to have try'd all Arguments to diſ- 
ade him from a , Which I fu ; and-if I 
| not ſucceeded, 8 informed your Lordſhip of 


hat I knew. - 

Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
thank you. What is the Villain's Purpoſe? 

MASKWELL. 

He has own'd nothing to me of late, and what Imean 
, is only a bare Suſpicion of my own. It your 
nalbip will meet me a Quarter of an Hour hence 
re, in that Lobby by my Lady's Bed-Chamber, I ſhall 
able to tell you more. 
M Lord TOUCHIWO OD. 


MASKWELL. 
My Duty to your Lordſhip, makes me do a ſevere 
ceof Juſtice, 
| Lord TOUCHWO OD. | 
| will be ſcaxet, and reward your Honeſty beyond your 
hes 


S888 
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SCENE XV. 
SCENE opening ſhews Lady Tober 
Se "I 


MErLlLzTI ON x, Solw, 


| Cr Heav'n my Aunt keep touch with her if 
nation. Oh that her Lord were but ſweatins 
hind this Hanging, with the expectation of what I ſhall 
Hiſt, ſhe comes Little does ſhe think what a Mine 
Juſt ready to ſpring under her Feet. But to my Poſt 
| [ Goes behind the Ha 
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SCENE XVI, 
Tad) Toucuwoodp. 


Ts Eight a Clock: Methinks I ſhould have fot 
him here. Who does not prevent the How 

Love, outſtays the Time; for to be dully Punual, i 

flow. — I was accuſing you of Negũlect. 


SCENE XVI. 


Lady Toucuwoop, and MASKWELL 
MELLEFONT abſconding. 


chai ri ho 
you do reproach me when I ſee you hett 
fore me; but tis fit I ſhould be ſtill behind-hand, i 
to be more and more indebted to your Goodnels, 


— — — 


— 
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lady TOUCHWOOD. 
You 2 excuſe x Fault too well, not to * 
A ready Anſwer ſhews you were prepar d. 

1 48 K 1 E T T. 
Guilt is ever at à Loſs, and Confuſion waits upon it; 
den Innocence and bold Truth are always ready for Ex- 
ien 
Lady Toc HS o od. 
Not in Love; Words are the weak Support of cold 
ference; Love has no Language to be heard. 
 MASKWELL. ' 

- ces of Joy has made me ſtupid! Thus may my Lips 
cer clos d. ( Kiſſes her.) And thus Oh who 
Med not loſe his Speech, upon Condition to have Joys 


of Wee it? 


Lady TOUCHIWOOD. 
gold, let me Jock the Door firſt, [ Goes to the Door. 
MAS KE L L, (Aid. 
That I believed; 'twas. well 1 left the private Paſſage 


a 


Lady TOUCHWOO D. 


v, that's ſafe. 
„ MASKIWELDL. | 
nd ſo may all your Pleaſures be, and ſecret as this 


MELLEFONT. 
Ind ſnap all Treachery be thus diicover'd, [Leaps aut. 
Lady TOUCHWOQOD, 


bt bat 
I IE LILBTON T. 

M ASKWELL. 
iy then, there's but one Way. [Ros ont. 


| SCENE 
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SCENE XVII 
Lady Toucywoop, MELLEFONT:. 


| MELLEFONT, 
C4 Y you ſo, were you provided for an, Eſcape? I 
Madam, you have no. more Holes to your Burreyy 

Pi! ſtand between you and this Sally-Port. 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
Thunder ſtrike thee dead for this Deceit, immedi 
Lightning blaſf thee, me and the whole World—0h! 
could rack my ſelf, play the Vulture to my awn Hear, 
gnaw it piece- meal, for not boding to me this Misfutta 
MELLEFONT. 


Be Patient. 


Lady TOUCHWOOD. 

Be Damn'd. 1 | 

MELLEFONT. | 

Conſider I have you on the Hook; you will but fla 

der your ſelf a weary, and be neverthcleſs my Prijoge 

Lady TOUCHWOOD. 

Pl! hold my Breath and die, but I'll be free. 
MELLEFONT. 

O Madam, have a care of dying. unprepar d; I « 
you have ſome unrepented Sins that may hang heavy, 
retard your Flight. 

Lady TOUCHWOOD. 

O! what ſhall I do? ſay? Whither ſhall I turn?! 
Hell no Remedy ? | 

| MELLEFONT.' 

None, Hell has ſery'd. you ev'n as Heay'n has done, 
you to your ſelf. — You're in a kind of Eraſmw' f 
diſe; yet if you pleaſe you may make it a Purgit 
and with a little Penance and my Abſolution all thi 
turn to good Account, 
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Lady TOUCHWOOD. [44] 
gold in my Paſſion, and fall, fall a little thou ſwelling 
art; let me — 1 of this Rage, a 
inute's Coolneſs to diſfemble. a 
4 MELLEFONT, * 
You have been to blame. ! like thoſe Tears, and 
e they are of the pureſt kind — Penitential Tears. 
Lady TOQUCHWOOD. 
) the Scene was ſhifted quick before Me=——] had not 
ne to thin I was ſurpriſed to ſee a Monſter in the 
i, and now I find *tis my (elf; Can you have Mercy 
forgive the Faults I have imagin'd, but never put in 
ee O conſider, conſider how fatal you have 
n to me, you have already kill'd the Quiet of this 
The Love of you was the firſt wand'ring Fire 
it Cer miſ-· led my Steps, and while I had only that in 
ew, I was betray d into unthought-of Ways of Ruin, 
MELLEFONT. 
May I believe this true? 
Lady TOUCHWO 0D. 


0 be not cruelly incredulous — How-can you doubt 
. —— Eyes? Keep the ſevereſt Eye o'er all my 


ne Conduct; and if I once relapſe, let me not hope 
riveneſs; twill ever be in your Power to ruin me 
Lord ſhall fign to your Deſires; I will my ſelf create 
| ieſs, and Cynthia ſhall be this Night your Bride 
Do bur conceal my Failings, and forgive. 
ELLE FONT 
Upon ſuch Terms I will be ever yours in ev'ry honeſt 
iy, | 


— 
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SCENE NE 

WKVELL ſoftly introduces Lord Toucuwoon, and retires. 

„„ be 
e my Word, he's but I muſt not 

„ SCENE 
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SCENE XX. 


"+ Toucaywoond, Lord Ga 
MEeLLEFONT. 


| Lerd TOUCHWOOD. 
E LL and Amazement! ſhe's in Tears. 
Lady TO ———— 
Eternal Bleſſings thank you 
liſt ning! O Fortune has o'erpaid me al, al! iN 
own ! [4 
'MELLEFONT. 
Nay I beſcech you riſe. 
Lady TOUCHWOOD (A 
Never, never! LI grow to the Ground, be buried q | 
beneath it, cer Pll'be conſenting to = damn'd a Sit 
Inceft* unnatural Inceſt! 4 


Lady TOUCHWOOD. 

0 cruel Man, will you not let me go [|] for 

all thar's paſt 0 Heav'n, you will not rayiſh me! 
MELLEFONT. 


Damnation ! 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
Monſter, Dog! your Life ſhall antwer this 
[Draws and runs at Mellefont, is held by Lady Tol 
wood 
Lady TOUCHWO 0D. 
O Heav'ns my Lord! Hoid, hold, for Heay'ns fake, 
MELLEFONT a 
Confuſion! my Uncl O the damr'd Sorcereſs 
Lady TOUCHW 00 D. 
Moderate your Rage, good my Lord! He's mad, 


18 fake, 


/ 
| 
. 


au 


4- 
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mad — Indeed he is, my Lord, and knows not what 
does — See how wild he looks. 


MELLEFONT. 
y Heay'n 'twere ſenſeleſs not to be mad, and ſee ſuch 


cheraft, 
Lady TOUCHIWOOD. 
Lord, you hear him, he talks idly. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
from my Sight, thou living Infamy to my 
ez when next I ſee that Face Ill write Villain in't 
my Sword's Point, | 
ME LLEFONT. - 
ow, by my Soul, I will not go till I have made 
my Wrongs — Nay, *till I have made known 
which (if poſſible) are greater — though ſhe has 
Hoſt of Hell her Servants. | 
Lady TOUCHIWO 0 D. 
he rayes! Talks very Poetry! For Heay'ns fake a- 
my Lord, hell either tempt you to Extravagance, or 
it ome himſelf. ; 4 
MELLEFO NTT. 
th and Furies, will you not hear me —— Why by 
'a ſhe laughs, grins, points to your Back; ſhe forks 
Cuckoldom with her Fingers, and you're running 
mad after your Fortune. 
[4s ſhe is going ſhe turns back and ſmiles at him. 
Lord TOUCHWO®D. 
fear hes mad indeed—! et's ſer:d Magkwell to him. 
MELLEFONT. 
end him to her. 
Lady ToUc HV OO o. 


ome, come, good my Lord, my Heart akes fo, I 


faint if I ſtay, 
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SCENE XXI. 


MzLlLtEFONT alone. 


I could curſe my Stars, Fate, and Chance; al 
ſes and Accidents of Fortune in this Life! ! 
= Purpoſe? Yet, ſdeath, for a Man to hare 
it of all his Induſtry grow full and ripe, ready w. 
into his Mouth, and juſt when he holds out his Hai 
ther it, to have a ſudden Whirlwind come, tea 
rer and all, and bear away the very Root and Foundat 
his Hopes; What Temper can contain? They ti 
ſending Maskwell to me; I never had more need of 
 —— But what can he do? Imagination cannot for 
fairer and more plauſible Detign than this of his 1 
has miſcarried —— O m = 3 Aunt, I ſhall 
thrive without I deal wi e Devil, or another Wat 


Women like Flames have a deflroying To v, 
Ne er to be quench d, till they themſelves deve, 


SCENE four. 


2 
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cer] SAT 
Lady ToucuwooD and MASK WELL. | 


Lady TOUCHWOOD. 


AST not lucky? 
n MAS RV EL IL, 
Lucky! Fortune is your own, and tis 
ber Intereſt ſo to be; by Heav'n I believe 
WET: y ou can controul her Pow'r, and ſhe fears 
it; though Chance brought my Lord, 
v your own Art that turn'd it to Advantage, 

Lady TOUCHVOO D. 
is true, it might have been my Ruin —- But yon- 
N.. Lyrd, I believe's he coming to find you, I'll not 
een, 1 9 
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SCENE UI. 


MASKWE L L, alone. 


); I durſt not own my introducing my Lord, though 
t ſucceeded well for her; for ſhe would have ſuſpec- 
Deſign which I ſhould have been puzzled to excuſe, 
Lordisthoughtful -- IA be ſo too; yet he ſhall know 
Thoughts; or think he does 4.81 


ACK. : 3 SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
; \ 
D him] Lord Touciwood. 
MASXV ELI. 
HAT have I done? 
Lord TO UCHVWO OH. 
Talking to himſelf! | 
| MASRVBIL E. | 

"T'was honeſt — and ſhall I be rewarded: for it? 
*twas: honeſt, therefore I ſhan't;,——— Nay, rather there 
Fought not; for it rewards it ſelf. 

| Lord TOUCH OO d. 
UnequalPd Virtue! 2 
MASKWEL L. | 

But ſhould it be known !- Then I have loſt a Fria 
He Was an ill Man, and I have gain d; for half my {a 
lent. him, and that I have recalld; ſo I have ſeryedmy{ 
and what is yet better, I have ſerved a worthy Lo 

whom I owe my ſelf. 
| Lord TOUCH#9QD, 
Excellent Man! | 
MASKWELL. 

Yet I am wretched O there is a Secret burnsm 
in this Breaſt, which ſhould it once blaze forth, wi 
ruin all, conſume my honeſt Character, and brand 
with the Name of Villain. | 

| = Lord TOUC HH#O 0D; 


MAS KV ELI. 

Why do I love! Yet Heav'n and my waking Conſci 
are my Witneſſes, I never gave one working Thoug 
Vent ; which might diſcover that I lov id, nor ever 
no, let it prey upon my Heart; for I would raib 
than ſecm once, barely ſeem, diſhoneſt: O, ſhould ut ny 
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known I love fair Cynthia, all this that I have done 
ld look like Rival's Malice, falſe: Friendſhip"to'my 
xd; and baſe Selftintereſt, Let me periſh» firſt, and 
om this Hour avoid all Sight and Speech, and, if I can, 
| Thought of thav pernicious? Beauty. Ha! But what 
m Difiration doing? I am-wildly talking to my ſelf, 
— ill Chance might have directed malicious Ears 
| [Seems to ſturr, ſeeing my Lord. 
Lord TOUC #WOO D: | 


Start not — let guilty and- diſhoneſt Souls ſtart at the 
relation of their Thoughts, but be thou fix d, as is thy 


irtue. 


N 


[ 5 Way. 


MASXVE EL. 
Fam confounded, and beg your Lordſhip's Pardon fon 
ole free Diſcourſes which I have had with my ſelf, 
Lord TOUCHIPOOD. 
Come, I beg your Pardon that I over-heard you, and 
it ſhall not need — Honeſt Maskwell! thy and my 


fig e Genius led me hither Mine,; in tft I have 
ny ie ſcoverd ſo much manly Virtue; thine, in that thou 
mi have due Reward of all thy Worth. Give me thy 
Lord d my Nephew is the alone remaining Branch of 


our ancient Family; him 1 thus blow away, and con- 
ute thee in his room to be my Hei- 
MAS RKW ELI. 
Now Heav'n forbid 
Lord TO UGH NO OD. 
No more I have refolv'd —— The Writings are 
ly drawn, and wanted nothing but to be ſign'd, and 
e his Name inſerted Vours will fill the Blank as 
I will have no Reply — Let me command 
time; for *tis t he laſt, in which I will aſſume Au- 
ni bereafter, you ſhall rule where I have Power. 
MASXKW ELI. 
bumbly vvould Petition 
Lord'TOUCHWOOD: 
bt for yourſelf? ¶ Mask. punis. ] I} hear ofnought 
y Body elſe. | 
„ ä M AS X- 
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SCENE THE. 


U hire] Lord Touciwoonp. 
MASXV ELI. 


HAT have I done? 
Lord TOUCHWQON. 


5 — 


Talking to himſelf! N 
|  MASKWEHDD., 
"T'was honeſt — and ſhall I be rewarded: for it? 
*twas. honeſt, therefore I ſhan't;,——— Nay, rather there 

Eought not; for it rewards it ſelf. 

| Lord TOUC HW OO D. 
 UnequalPd Virtue! 2 
MASKWEL I. 
But ſhould it be known! Then I have loſt a Frie 
He was an ill Man, and I have gain'd; for half my 
lent. him, and that Thaye-recall'd ; ſo I have ſeryedmy{ 
and what is yet better, I have ſerved a worthy Lord: 
whom J owe my elf. 


Lord TOUGHNH OO. 


Excellent Man 
MASKWELL. 
Yet 1 am wretched O there is a Secret burnsm 
2h in this Breaſt, - which ſhould ir once blaze forth, we 
vi ruin all, conſume my honeſt Character, and brand 
1 


with the Name of Villain. 
Lord TOUC HWOOD; 
Hal. 
MAS XV ELI. 


Why do I love! Yet Heav n and my waking Gonles 
are my Witneſſes, I never gave one working Thoug 
Vent; which might diſcover that I lov'd, nor ever i 
no, let it prey upon my Heart; for I would rather 
than ſeem once, barely ſeem, diſhoneſt; O, ſhould 
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known I love fair Cyhia, all this that I have done 
ld look like Rival's Malice, falſe: Friendſhip to my 
xd; and baſe' Selftintereſt, Let me periſh» firſt, and 
om this Hour avoid all Sight and Sprech, and; if I can, 
| Thought of thav pernicious Beauty. Ha! But what 
my Diſtraction doing? I am-wildly talking to my ſelf, 
0 — ill Chance might have directed malicious Ears 
| [seems to ſturt, ſeeing my Lord. 
Lord ToC HWOO D: 4 
gurt not — let guilty and- diſhoneſt Souls ſtart at the 
evcation of their Thoughts, but be thou fix d, as is thy 
inue. 


ls Way. 


MASXKVE ET. | 
[2m confounded, , and beg your Lordſhip's Pardon for 
ole free Diſcourſes which I have had with my ſelf, 

Lord TOUCHIWOO'D. 
Come, I beg your Pardon” that I over- heard you, and 
it ſhall not need — Honeſt Maskwell! thy and my 


* od Genius led me hither — ——— Mine; in that I have 
1 corer'd fo much manly Virtue; thine; in that thou 
yu it have due Reward of all thy Worth. Give me thy 


nd my Nephew is the alone remaining Branch of 
our ancient Family; him I thus blow away, and con- 
ute thee in his room to be my Heir — 
MASKWELL. 
Now Heay'n forbid 
Lord TOUCHWO OD. 
No more I have refoly'd —— The Writings are 
ly drawn, and wanted nothing but to be ſign d, and 
e his Name inſerted Vours will fill the Blank as 
— [ wilt have no Rephy — Let me command 
time; for tis the laſt, in which I will aſſume Au- 


M AS'KWE LL. 
Ibambly would" Petition 
Lord TOUC HOOD. 
bt for yourſelf? ¶ Mask: pen/es.] {I} hear ofnought 
/ Body elſe, | 
L 2 I M AS K- 


tity——hercafter, you ſhall rule where I have Po Wert 


— — — — I ts 
— — — — 
—— — — —=—>& — - 
-- 


220 The DougLE-DEALER. 


M ASKWELL. 

Then Witneſs Heav'n for me, this Wealth and Hom 
Was not of my ſeeking, nor would I build my Forty 
on another's Ruin: I had but one Defire—— 


; Lord TOUC HWO OD. 
Thou ſhalt enjoy it—— lf all Pm worth in Wealth { 
Intereſt can purchaſe Cynthia, ſhe is thine. —- I'm ft 
Sir Paul's Conſent will follow Fortune; I'll quickly 
him which way that is going. 
228 MASXV ELI. 

-You oppreſs me with Bounty; my Gratitude is weil 
and ſhrinks beneath the Weight, and cannot rite to th 
you What, enjoy my Love! Forgive the Tranipo 
« a Bleſſing ſo unexpected, ſo unhop'd for, to unthouy! 
of! a 


Lord TOUCHWOO D. 
I will confirm it, and rejoice with thee, 


1 = "FC — 9 — 
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SCENE IV. 


MASKWVEL L alone. 


HIS is proſp'rous indeed—— Why let him find i 
out a Villain, ſettled in Poſſeſſion. of a fair Eſu 
and full Fruition of my Love, I'll bear the Railings d 
loſing Gameſter — But ſho./'d he find me out before! 
dangerous to delay 1 me think my my 
oceed to treat of my Marriage with Cynth14, 
— be d:ſcover'd and Mellefone can —— — 
— Ir muſt not be; nay, ſhou'd my Lady know it 
ay, then were find Work indeed! Her Fury would | 
nothing, tho? Pe in.yvolv?d her felt in Ruin, No, it m 
be by Stratagem | muſt deceive Mellifont © 
more, and get my Lord to conſent to my private 
nagement. He comes opporrunely -- Now will | 
my old way, diſcover the whole and real Truth ol Word, 
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atter to him, that he may not ſupect one Word 


27. : 
nv Mask like open Truth to cover Lies, 


4; to go 1.aked i the beſt Diſgmiſe. 


R SIRI A SOR ICADIEEDED 


SCENE V. 
wy [To him] MELLEFONT. 
pa MELLEFONT:. 


oug! 0 Maskwe!l, what Hope? I am con founded in a Maze 
of Thou hts, each leading into one another, and all 
ling in Perplexity, My Uacie will not ſee, nor hear 
le. 
M ASKWELL. 
Lo Matter, Sir, don't trouble your Head, all's in my 
Power, 
MELLEFONTT 
How? For Heav'ns fake? 
MASKWELL. 
Little do you think that your Aunt has kept her Word, 
find How the Devil ſhe wrought my Lord into this o · 
r EluWee, I know not; but he's — to Sir Paul bout my 
ngs 08@lriape with Cynthia, and his appointed me his Heir. 


ore! MELLEFONT. 
ny Lo The Devil he has! * hat's to be done? 
ath14, MASKWELTL. 


blade 1 have it, it muſt be by y_ m; for it's in vain to 
ite Application to him I think I have that in my 
ud lead that cannot fail: Where's Cynthia? 


„it ml MELLEFONT. 

font 0088 ln the Garden. 

yate M ASKVELTL. | 

7 5 go and conſult her, my Life for yours, I cheat my 
ch ON er 


Va L 3 SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 


Lord To uchwoop, Lady Tov cxwoop, 


Lady TOUCHWOO D. 
Askwell your Heir, and marry Cynthia! 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
I cannot do too much, for ſo much Merit, 
Lady To HBO OD. 

But this is a Thing of too great Moment fo be ſou 
denly reſolvꝰ d. Why Cynthia? Why muſt he be marry 
Is there not Reward enough in railing his low Fort 
but he muſt mix his Blood with mine, and wed m 
Niece? How know you that my Brother will conſent, 
_ Nay, he himſelf perhaps may have Affections other 
Where. | 

Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
No, I am convinc'd he loves her. 
; Lady TO UC HOOD. 

Maskwell love Cynthia? impoſſible! 

| Lord TOC HIWOOD, 

I tell you, he confeſs d it to me. 
| Lady TOUCHWOGOD; 

Confuſion! How's this! Ali 

Lord TOUCHWOOD. 7 

His Humility long ſtifled his Paſſion: And his Love" 
Mellefont would have made him ſtill conceal it, — 
by Enceuragement, I wrung the Secret from him; 
know he's no way to be rewarded but in her, III des 
my farther Proceedings in it till you have confider'd | 

but remember how we are both indebted to him. 


SCEN 
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NEE ENG RISE SY 


SCENE VII. 


2; 
Lady TOUCHWOOD alone: 4 

Dor H indebted to him! Yes, we are both 1 indebted' 
D to him, if you knew all. Vilain! Oh, I am wild 
yith this Surprize of Treachery: It is impoſſible; it can- 
ot be. He love Cynthia! What, have I been Bawd to 
is Deſigns, his Property only, a baiting Place! Now I 
te 1/hat made him falſe to Mellen. — Shame and Di- 
InRtion! 1 cannot bear it. Oh! what Woman can bear 
be a Property ? To be kindled to a Flame, only to light 
Im to another's Arms? Oh! that I were Fire indeed, that 
might burn the vile Traitor. What ſhall I do? — 

* think? I cannot think, =— All my Deſt 
my Love uniated, my Revenge unfinifh'd, an freſh 
of of Fury from unthought-ot Plagues. 


9 A) ſ = 
EARS ec ws, CH: 4 


| SCENE VIII. 
[To her] Sir PAUL PLYANT. 


Sir PAUL PLY ANT. 
ADAM, Siſter, my Lady Siſter, did you fre my 
Lady my Wife? 
Lady TOUCHIOOD. 
Oh! Torture! 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
Gads-bud, I can't find her high nor low; where cant 
ebe, think you? 
| Lady TOUCHIWOOD. 
Where ſhe's ſerving you, as all your Sex ought to be 
d; making you a Beaſt Don't — know that youre 
Fool, Brother ? 


L 4 | Sir 


2 Co Doe od "TOW: 


— !! — 


Truth. all our Family are Chclerick; I am the ot 
peaceable Perſon amongſt em. 
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Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
A Fool! he, he, he, you're merry —- No, no, not! 
I know no ſuch Matter. - be © 
, Lady TOUCHWOOD 
Why you don't know half your Happineſs. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. + | 
That's a Jeſt with all my Heart, faith and troth, 
But harkye, my Lord told me ſomething of a Reyolut 
on of things; I don't know what to make ont, 
Gads-bud I muſt conſult my Wife, — he talks of diſa 
heriting his Nephew; and I don't know what, 
Look you, Siſter, I muſt know what my Girl has t 
truſt to; or not a Syllable of a Wedding, Gads-bud 
to ſhew you that I am not a Fool. 
Lady TOUCHHOOD. | 
Hear me; conſent to the breaking off this Maria 
and the promoting any other, without conſulting me, u 
I' renounce all Blood, all Relation and Concern with yd 
for ever, -— nay, I'll be your Enemy, and purſue ya 
to Deſtruction, I tear your Eyes out, and tread yo 
under my Feet. 


Sir PAUL PLY ANT. 
Why, what's the Matter now? Good Lord, whats i 
this for? Pooh, here's a Joke indeed —— Why, where 
my Wite? | 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
With Careleſs, in the cloſe Arbour ; he may want ya 
by this time, as much as you want her. 
gp Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
O, if ſhe be with Vr. Careleſs, tis well enough, 
Fool, Sot, inſenſible Ox! But remember what 1 faidt 
you, or you had better eat your own Horns, by ll 
Light you had 
| Sir PAUL PLY ANT. 
You're 2 paſſionate Woman, Gads-bud, — But to f 


SCEN 
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A eee 
SCENE IX. by 


MELLEFONT, MASKWELL and CYNTHIA. 


MELLEFONT. | 
Know no other Way but this he has propos d; if you 
have Love enough to run the Venture. 
L | 
don't know whether 1 have Love enough, but 
I find have Obſtinacy enough to purſue whatever I have 
ute t ſolv'd; and a true Female Courage to oppoſe any 
ing that reſiſts my Will, tho' *twere Reaſon it ſolf. 
MASK MEL I. "FINS 
That's right, Well, II ſecure the Writings, and 
n the Hazard along with you, | 
CYNTHI A. 
But how can the Coach and Six Horſes be got ready 
nthout Suſpicion ? 
| - MASKVELL: . 
leave it to my Care; that ſhall be ſo far from being 
_=_ that it ſhall be got ready by my Lord's own 
der. 4 = 


MELLEFONT. 
How ? 
MASKWEEL. 
Why, I intend to tell my Lord the whole Matter of 
it Contrivance ; that's my way, 
MELLEFONT. 
I don't underſtand you. 
MASXV ELI. | 
Why, 11! tell my Lord, I laid this Plot with you, on 
uro to betray you; and that which put me upon it, 
6 ihe finding it impoſſible to gain the Lady any other 
y, but in the Hopes of her marrying you. 
” 0 L.s ME bb 
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| MELLEFONT. 


MASXVZLI. 

So, why ſo, while you're buſied in making your (elf 

ready, I'll wheedle her into the Coach; and inſtead of 

ou, borrow my Lord's Chaplain, and fo run away with 

er my ſelf. . 
MELLE FON. 
O I conceive you, you'll tell him fo? 

MASKWELL. N 
Tell him fo! ay; why you don't think I mean to d0 


ſo? | 
MELLEPONT. 

No, no; ha, ha, I dare ſwear thou wilt not. 

| MASKWELLI  - 

Therefore for our farther Security, I would have you 
diſpuis'd like a Parſon, that if my Lord ſhould have Cu. 
rioſity to peep, he may not diſcover you in the Couch, 
but think the Cheat is carried on as he would have it. 

MELLEFONT. 

Excellent Maskwel/! thou wert certainly meant for 4 
Stateſman or a Jeluite, but thou art too henel 
for one, and too pious for the ather. 

| M ASKWELL. | 

Well, get your ſelves ready, and meet me in half u 
Hour, yonder in my Lady's Dreſſing-Room; go by t| 
back Stairs, and ſo we may flip down without being 
obſery'd, — I' ſend the Chaplain to you with l 
Robes; I have made him my own, — and ordered hin 
to meet us te-Morrow Morning at St. Allau:; there 
will ſum up this Account, to all our Satisfactions. 
| MELLEFONT,. 

Should I begin to thank or praiſe thee, I ſhould 
the little Time we have. 


SCEN 
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SCENE X. 
CYNTHIA, MASKWEL I 


MASKFWELL. 
ADAM, you wil be ready? 
CYNTHI A. 
| will be punctual to the Minute. Going. 
MASKWELE, 
Stay, I have a Doubt Upon ſecond Thoughts, 
had better meet in the Chaplain's Chamber here, the 
orner Chamber at this End of the Gallery, there is a 
ick Way into it, ſo that you need not come through 
Door —and a Pair of private Stairs leading down to 
te Stables -It will be more convenient. 
CYNTHI 4. | 
| am guided by you, but Mellefont will mi- 


MASKV ELI. 
No, no, I'll after him immediately, and tell him. 
CTNTHIA. 


Ny 
ich, 


nel 


MASKWELL aloe. 

HY. qui vault decipi decipiatur——"Tis no Fault of 
mige: | have tod 'em in plain Terms, hovy eaſie 
for me to cheat 'em; and if they will not hear the 
pent's Hiſs, they. muſt he ſt ng into Experience, and 
e Caution oe to prepare my Lord to con- 
te this, -— But f1:k I muſt inſtruct my little Le- 
vites 


N 
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vite; there is no Plot, publick or private, that can expect 
to proſper without one of them has a Finger in't. A 
promiſed me to be within at this Hour, — Mr. Saygra, 


Mr, Saygrace. | 
| [ Goes to the Chamber Door, aud buch 


| 
W 
ſpe: 
vg 


* - 
2 % — 
. 


: 2 4 Ry 1 
SCENE Xl. 
MASKWELL, SAYGRACE, 

Mr. SAYGRACE [looking out] 

WEET Sir, I will but pen the laſt Line of an | 
croſtick and be with you in the twinkling of an Þ 


jaculation, in the pronouncing of an Amen, or befo 
you car. | 


MASKVWELTL. 
Nay, good Mr. Saygrace do not | cunmna, the Time, 
deſcribing to me the Shortneſs of your Stay; rather, 
you ple2ſe, defer the finiſhing of your Wir, and let 
talk about our Buſineſs, ir ſhall be Tithes in your Way. 
SAYGRACE [Enters | 
You ſhall prevail, I would break off in the middle of 
Ser mon to do you a Pleaſſre | 

M ASKWELT. 
You could not do me a greater. except —— the Bu 
neſs in Hand Have you provided a Habit for Me 
f . . 
J have, they are ready in my Chamber, t W 
a clean Narch'd Band rd Cuffs. 
M ASKWELL. 

\., Good, let them be carry'd to him, — have 
ſtitch'd the Gown: Sleeve, that he may be puzzles, 1 
waſte time in putting it on? | : 
+114 © $SATIGRACE. 8 
I have; the Gown will not be indued without the | 


plexity. k 140 


No, 
The! 


domet h 


be Bot 
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ect | MASK WEL I. 
e cet me in halt an Hour, here in your own Chamber, 
hen Cynthia comes, let there be no Light, and do not 


pak, that ſhe may not diſtinguiſh you from Melleſont. 
Il urge haſte, to excuſe your Silence. | 
| SAYGRACE, 
You have no more Commands? 
MASXKV ELI. 
None, your Text is ſhort. 
SAYGRACE, 
But pithy, and | will handle it with Diſcretisn. 
MA SXV ELI. 
It will be the firſt you have ſo ſerv id. 


WAL 74 ee SELL If PEE eee 
F 
SCENE XIII. 


Lord Toucnwoopr, MAasSKweELL, 


Lord TOUCHWOGOD. elo 
URE I was born to be controlled by thoſe I ſhould 
command: My very Slaves will ſhortly give me Rules 
bow I ſhall govern them. 
M ASKWELYTL. 
lam concern'd to ſee your | .ordſhip diſcompos d. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
Hare you ſeen my Wife lately, or ditoblig'd her? 
M ASKWELL. 
No, my Lord,—W hat can this mean! [ Aſide, 
Lord TOUCHIWOOD. - 
Then Me!lefont has urg'd ſome Body to incenſe her 
bomething ſhe has heard of you which carries her bey ond 
le Bounds of Patience. 
MASKWELTL: hs 
This | fear'd. (A, Did not your Lordſhip tell her 
f the Honours you deligu d me? | 


xk 


6 


it 


As Lord 
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Lord TOUCHWOOD. 


Yes. 
MASKWELL. | 
Tis that; you know my Lady has a high spirit he 
thinks I am unworthy, 
Lord FOUCHWOOD. 
Unwerthy ! *Tis an ignorant Pride in her to think { 
Honeſty to me is true Nobility. However 'tis my 
Will it ſhall be ſo, and that ſhou'd be convincing to he: 
as much as Reaſon By Heav'n, -P!l not be Wife-rid. 
den; were it poſſible, it ſhould be done this Night. 
M ASKWELL. 

By Heav'n he meets my Wiſhes. ( Aide.) Few Thug! 
are impoſiiole to willing I Minds, ( 
Lord 7 OUCHIWOOD. 

Inſtruct me how this may be done, you ſhall ſee IBF No; 
want no Inclination. all i 

M ASKWELL. 
I had laid a ſmall Dekigo for to- Morrow (as Love wil You 
0 


r. 


2 — 


j be inventing) which I thought to communicate to you oughy 
| Lordſhip——But it may be as well done to-Night. 
| Lord TOUCHWOOD. Whe! 
| Here's Company—— Come this way, and tel} me. bid 
[ 5 imn 
1 . 2 N DEP 4 LS DY o5\ 
How | 
| 'SCENE XIV. There 
m 
CARELESS And CYNTHIA, | his C 
CARELESS, Tis lo 


in ne? that he, now gone out with my Lord? 
ATA | 
Yes. 
-  CHRELRSS. 
By Heav'n there's Treachery — The Confufion t! 


law your Father in, my Lady Touchwood's Paſſion, 1 
: W 


— 


— * 


> 


The DousLE-DREALER. 231 

hat imperfectly I over- heard between my Lord and 

confirm me in my Fears. Where's Metofone i 
CYNTHI A. 

Here he comes. 


* 


2 4 * 2 1 Lo þ « n uy PI UE ' WV. 
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SCENE XV, 
[Td them] MELLEFONT, 


CTNTHIA. 
* Markwell tell you any thing of the Chaplain's 
Chamber? 
ME LLE FON. 
Noz my Dear, will you get ready the Things 
al in my Chamber; I want nothing but the Habit. 
CARELESS. 
You are betray'd, and Maskwell is the Villain I always 
ought him. 


el 


wil 


CIYNTHI A. N 2 
When you were gone, he ſaid his Vind was chang'd, 
bid me meet him in the Chaplain's Room, pretend- 
pimmediately to follow you, and give you Notice. 
MELLEFONT. 
How ! 
CARELESS. 
There's Saygrace tripping by with a Bundle under his 
h—He cannot be ignorant that Maskwell means to 
his Chamber; let's follow and examine him. 
 MELLEFONT. 
Tis loſs of Time — I cannot think him falſe, 


a2 
d 


SCENE 
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SCENE xVEF%2% 
CYNTHIA, Lord Touchwoon. 


CIYNTHI A. 
Y Lord muling ! 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
He has a quick Invention, if this were ſufdenly & 


ſign'd Yet he fays he had prepar'd my Chad il 

already. Fin, 
SNA. 

How's this! Now I fear indeed Gi 


Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
Cynthia here! Alone, fair o ſin, and melancholy? Ha! 
CINTHI 4. 
Your Lordſhip was thoughttul. 
Lord TOUCH4!/YVOOD. 
My Thoughts were on ſerious Buſineſs, not wort 
your hearing. 


CINTHIA. 

Mine were on Treachery concerning you, and may} 

worth your hearing. 

Lord TOUCHWOOD. | 

Treachery concerning me! pray be plain HI 

What Noiſs! | —_— 
MASK ELI. (within). 

Will you not hear me? | 


ach 0 ſuc 
Lady TOUCHVO O D. (within.) 


ning 


No, Monſter! Traitor! No. ! Tha 
”- #5 S& FO | 5 mi 

My Lady and Maskwell! this may be lucky My LI ber 
let me intreat you to ſtan behind this Skreen, and lite n h 
perhaps this Chance may give you Proof of what e, 1 
ne'cr could have beliey'd from my Suſpicions. den 
| you 


SCE 
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SCENE XVII. 


To ucenwoop with a Dagger, and MASKWELL: 
(YyxTH1 Aa and Lord To uchWOOD abſcond, liſtning. 


Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
ou want but Leiſureo invent freſh Falſhood, and 
; 1! footh me to a fond Belief of all your Fictions; but I 
oil tab the Lie that's forming in your Heart, and laye 
Fin, in pity to your Soul. | 
MASKWEL B. 
Strike then Since you will have it ſo. 
Lady TOUCHWOO D. 
Ha! A ſteady Villain to the laſt! 
MASK ELI. 
Come, why do you dally with me thus? 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
Thy ſtubborn Temper ſhocks me, and you knew it 
ould — this is Cunning all, and not Courage; no, I 
ow thee well: But thou ſhalt- miſs thy Aim. 
 MASKIWELL. 
Ha, ha, ha. 


Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
Hi! Do you meck my Rage? then this ſhall puniſh 
u fond, raſh Contempt! Again Smile! I 
| [Goes to ftrike. 


d {ach a Smile as ſpeaks in Ambiguity! Ten thouſand 
uninps lurk in each Corner of that various Face. 

That they were written in thy Heart, that I, with 
might hay thee open to my Sight! 

chen 'tw ll be too late to know | 
ou haſt, thou haſt found the only way to turn my 
xe; Too well thou know'ſt my jealous Soul cou'd ne- 
tear Uncertainty, Speak then, and tell me-— Yet 
you ſilent? Oh, T am wilder'd ia all Paſſions! hut 
thus 
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thus my Anger melts. (Weeps) Here, take this Ponyn 

for my very Spirits faint, and i want Strength to hold þ 

thou haſt difarm'd my Soul. Gives the Dag 
| Lord TOUCHWOOD. 

Amazement ſhakes me—— Where will this end? 

MASKWEL LL. ; 

So, tis wel] let your wild Fury have a Vent; 2 
when you have Temper, te]! me. 

: Lady TOUCHWOOD. 

Now, now, now | am calf, and can hear you, 

| MASKWEL T, (Afide.) 

| Thanks, my Invention; and now I have it for ye 

Firſt tell me what urg'd you to this Violence? For you 

Paſſion broke in ſuch imperfect Terms, that yet I amt 

learn the Cauſe. 8 ä 
Lady TOUCHWO OD. 

My Lord himſelf ſurpris d me with the News, 
were to marry Cynthis — That you had own'd yo 
Love to him, and his Indulgence would aſſiſt you dot 
tain your Ends, 


CYNTHIA, 
How, my Lord! 52 | 
Lord TOQOUCHWOOD, © 

Pray forbear all Refemments for a while, and let 
hear the reſt, 

MASKWEL L. 

I grant you in Appearance all is true; I ſeem d con 
ting to my Lord; nay, tranfported with the Bleſſing 
But could you think that I, who had been happy in e 
loy'd Embraces, could e' er be fond of an inferior Slate 

Lord TO UCHVOO db. 
Ha! O Poiſon to my Ears! What do I hear! 
|  &#& && & 
Nay, good my Lord, forbear Reſentment, let us x 
it out, 
| Lord TO UCHVO Obb. 
Yes, I will contain, tho' I cou d burſt. 
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M ASKWELL. | | 
| that had wanton'd in the rich Circle of your 
ld of Love, cou'd be confin'd within the puny Pro- 
de of a Girl? No -—- Yet tho? I dote on each laſt Fa- 
r more than all the reſt; though 1 would give a Limb 
every Look you cheaply throw away on any other 
ect of your Love; yet ſo far I prize your Pleaſures 
my own, that all this ſeeming Plot that I have laid, 
yen to gratifie your Taſte, and cheat the World, to 
ve a faithful Rogue to you. 

Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
If this were true——But how can it be? 

ASX ELI. 

[ have ſo contriv'd, that Malleſom will prefently, in 
Chaplain's Habit, wait for Cynthia in your Dreſſing- 
om: Buc I have put the Change upon her, that ſhe 
be other-where employ'd Do you procure her 
ht-Gown, and with your Hoods tyed over your Face, 
xt him in her ſtead ; you may go privately by the back 
ts, and, — there you may propoſe to re- 
hte him in his Uncle's Favour, it halt comply with 
r Defires ; his Caſe is deſperate, and I believe bell 
to any Conditions, -— It not, here take this; you 
employ it better, than in the Heart of one who is 
ing when not yours. Gives the Dagger. 

Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
Thou can'ſt deceive every Body, —— Nay, thou haſt 
kind me; but "tis as I would wiſh, —— Truſty, Vil- 
could worſhip thee=— | 
MASKWELTL. 
% more. — It wants but a few Minutes of the 
; and Mellefor#'s Love will carry him there before his 


Lady TOUCHWO-0D, 
155, I fly, incomparable Mat ell 


AS 


— 
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SCENE XVIII. 


MASK WELL, CynTH1a, Lord Touchvoon 


MASKWELL. 
O, this was a Pinch indeed, my Invention was 
the Rack; and made Diſcovery of her laſt Plot: [ 
Cynthia and my Chaplain will be ready, I'll preps 
the Expedition. 


- 


SCENE XIX. 


CYNTHIA, and Lord ToUucHwooD, 


CYNTHI A. 
Ne. wy Lord?” ©: 9 2 
Lord TOUCHWOOD, 
Aſtoniſpment binds up my Rage! Villany upon Vi 
Heav'ns, what a long Track of dark Deceit has thi 
cover'd! I am confounded when I look back, and 
a Clueto guide me through the various Mazes of uni 
of Treachery, My Wife! Damnation! my Hell! 

CINEISHFAH, | 

My Lord, have Patience, and be ſenſible how pre 

Happineſs is, that this Diſcovery was not made toc 
Lord TOUCHW OO. 

I thank you; yet it may be ſtill too late, if we 
preſently prevent the Execution of their Plots; 
Vil do'tr. Where's Mellefont, my poor injur'd Nep! 
How ſhall I make him ample Satisfaction? 

CIYNTHI A, 


. EF — - 
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I dare anſwer for him. \ no, 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. & in 
I do him freſh Wrong to queſtion his Forgiyeneſ WI 
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oy him to be all Goodneſs, —— Yet my Wife! Damn 
„ She'l] think to meet him in that Dreſſing-Room ; 
was t not fo? And Mate will expect you in the 
in's Chamber, For once, I'll add my Plot too, 
et us haſte to find out, and inform my Nephew; 
40 you, quickly as you can, bring all the Company 
this Gallery, — PI] expoſe. the Strumpet, and the 


JV 
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SCENE XX. 
Lord FROTH, and Sir PAUL PLYANT. 


Lerd FROTH. 
} Heav'ns T have ſlept an Age, — Sir Paul, what a 
Clack is'? Paſt Eight, on my Conſcience: My Lady's 
te moſt inviting Couch; and a Slumber there, is the 
jet Amuſement! But where's all the Company? — 

Sr PAUL PLYANT. 
he Company, gads-bud, I don't know, my Lord, 
here che ſtrangeſt Revolution, all turn'd topſie turvy 
dope for Providence. 
Lord FRO T H. 
Havns, what's the ma: ter? Where's my Wife? 
Sr PAUL PLYANT, 
turn d toplie turvy, as ſure as a Gun. 

Lord FROTH, 

W do you mean? My Write! 
Sir P AUL PLYANT. 
e ſtrangeſt Poſture of Affairs! 
Lord FROTH. 
ſat, my Wife ? ; 

Sr P AUL PLYANT. 
no, I mean the Family, —— Your Lady's Affairs 
de in a very good Poliure; I aw her go into the 
a with Mr. Brisk. | 
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Bord F.AOTH 

MHowy? where? when? what to do? 
| Sir FP SUL PLYANT 


I I ſuppoſe they have been laying their Heads/tognhy 
Lord F R O T H. 


How? ; 
Sir PAUL PLTANT. 
Nay, only about Poetry, I ſuppoſe, my Lord; m 
Couplets. 
Lord FR OTH: 


Couplets! 


* 37 PLYANT. 


| SCENE XXI. 
[To them] Lady FrRoTH; BR15SKX. 


— 7 37 © au 
M* Lord, your humble Servant; Sir Paul yours, 
the fineſt Night! 
L, F ROT H. 
My Dear, Mr. Brick and I have been Star-g E 
don't know how long. y 
Sir PAUL PLY ANT. 
Does it not tife- your Ladyſhip?' are not you 
with looking up? 
Lady FRO T H. 
Oh, no, I love it violently.—— My Dear, you're 
lancholly, 


Lord FROTH. 
No, my Dear; I'm but juſt awake. 
Lady FROTH. 
Snuff ſome of my Spirit of Hgrtshorn. 
Lord FR OT H. 
I've ſome of my own, thank you, my Derr. 


— — —— ——— 
— — = —— IY — _ 


VO ————C— 
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Lady, E RO. T H. 
Well, I ſwear, Mr. Brut you underſtood Aſtronamy 
n old Egyptian. | | 
| . BRISK. | 
Kot comparably to your 1.adythip; you are the very 
«his of the Skies, and Queen of Stars. 
Lady FROTH. | 
That's becauſe T have no Light, but what's by Refle- 
n from you, who are the Sun. 
B RISX. 
Madam, you have Eclips'd me quite, let me periſh,— 
207 anſwer that. by th 
Lady F ROT H. 
No matter,. Harkye, ſhall you and I make an Al- 
wack together? 7 | 
BRISK. 
With all my Soul; —— Your Ladyſhip has made me 
Man in't already, I'm ſo full of the Wounds which 
tave given; | FS] 
Lady FRO FT H. 

0 finely taken! I ſwear now you are even with me. 
Mmaſſus! you have an infinite deal of Wit. 

Sir P AUL PLYANT. 
d he has, Gads-bud, and ſo has your Ladyſhip. 


Act i ts ww AU i —— a 
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— 
SCENE XXII 
Müen] Lady PLN ANT, CARELESS, CYNTHIA. 


Lady PLYAN T. 

[OU tell me moſt ſurprizing things; bleſs me, 

who would ever truſt a Min? O my Heart akes for 

they ſhould be all deceitful alike. 

CARELESS. 

du need not fear, Madam; you have Charms to fix 

Mſtacy it ſelf, | 
Lady 


En \ 


ute 
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| Lady PLYANT. 

= O dear; you make me bluſh. 
Le FFD '*'*: 
Come, my Dear, ſhall we take leave of my * 


. Lady? | 

| CYNTHI A. 

4 They'll wait no w_ Lordſhip preſently. 7 
q Lady FR OT N 
of Mr. Brick, my Coach ſhall ſet you down. = 
I A L I. Pay 
4 What's the matter? | 
i [4 great Shrek from the ore of th 
it 4 
5 ; ; Py PE 
| 7 LS IE TS SFO = 
| | . 
| SCENE XXII. ; 
it [To them] Lady TouciwooD runs out Affright, 
| | Tord after her, like a Parſon. 

J Lady. TOUCHOOD. 
| () I'm betray'd. gave me, help me! 

1 Lord TOUCHW®O 0 D. 
is Now, what Evaſion. Sr: umpet ? 

| Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
1 Stand off, let me 


Lord TOUCHWO OD. 

Go, and thy own Intamy purſue thee, _— You 
2s you were all amazed, I don't wender at it, 
but too ſoon yuu'll know mine and that Woman's Sh 


— a S.- 
- 


* 


SCENE The Len. 


LYANT, Sir PAULPLYANT, CYNTHIA, Mats 


Parſon's Habit ml Gs MasxwELL. 


MEDLEFONT 
AY, by. Heav'n you ſhall be ſeen.— Careleſs, your 


— Chaplain: look in the Face of your * 
|; thou Wonder of all Falſhood. 
Lord TOQUCHWOOD, 
you ſilent, Monſter ? 
 _MELLEFONT,. | 
od Heavins! How I beliey'd and loy'd this Man 
| him hence. for he's a Diſeaſe to my Sight. 


Lord TOUCHWOOD? 
cure that manifold Villain. [Servants ſiexe him. 
CARELESS, | | 
cle of Ingratitude! 
i. 


Ws is all very ſurpriſing, let me periſh; 
Lady FROTH. | 
1 I told you Saturn look d a little more angry 


Lord TOUCHVOO D. 
ſell think of Puniſhment at Leiſure, but let me haſten 
Juſtice, in rewarding Virtue and wrong'd Inno- 


— Nephew, I hope I have your Pardon, and 
t. 


MELLEFONT. 
tare your Lordſhip's Creatures, 


I, M Lord 


CE 
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ToucHWOOD, Lord FroTHn, Lady FroTH, Lady 


rronT, MAasKwELL; MELLEFONT diſguiſed in in 


tand: Do you hold down your Head? Yes, 


- * 4 - 


Let fecret Villany from hence be wand 
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Lord TOUCHIWOOD. | We 
And be each others Comfort; —— Let me join yz 
Hands: Unwearied _— and wifhing H 
attend you both; mutual Love, laſting Health and cd 
Joys, tread round each happy Year of your long Ling 


Home er in private Miſchiefs are conceiv d, 
Torture and Shame attend their open Birth; 
Like Vipers in the Womb, baſe Tre lies, 
Still gnawing that, whence firſt it did ariſe ; 
No ſooner born bur the vile Parent dus. 


[Exetint Om 


i 
| 
d 


} 


0u'd Poets but foreſee how Plays would take, 

Then they cou d tell what Epilogues to make; 

Huber to thank or blame their Audience moſt : 

t that late Kyowledge does much Hazard coſt: 

l Dice are thrown, there's nothing won, nor boſs, 
till the Thief has ftolPn, he camot know 

ether he ſhall eſcape the Law, or no. 

t Poets run much greater Hazards far, 

n they who fland their Tryals at the Barr; 

* Law provides a Curb for it's own Fury, 

ſuffers Judges to dire the Fury. 

in this Court, what Diff rence does appear ! 

every one's both Fudge and Fury here; 

and what's worſe, an Bxecutioner. 

have a Right and Title to ſome Part, 

h chuſing that in which he has moſt Art. 

t dreadful Men of Learning all confound, 

js the Fable's good, and Moral ſound. 

 Vizor-Masks, that are in Pit and Gallery, 

me, or damn, the Repartee and Rallery. 

Lady Critics, who are better read, 

re if Characters are nicely bred; 


M 2 


EPILOGUE. 
If the ſoft Things are pem d and ſpoke with Grace: 
They judge of Attion too, and Time, and Place; 
R which we do not doubt but they re diſcerning, = 
For that's a kind of Aſſignation Learning. 
Beaus judge of Dreſs; the Witlings judge of Songs; 


. The Cuckoldom, of Ancient Right, to Cits belongs, 
Poor Poets thus the Favour are deny d, 


Even to make Exceptions, when theyre Tryd. 
Is hard that they muſt ev'ry one admit: 
Methinks I ſee ſome Faces in the Pit, 

Fihich muſt of Conſequence be Foes to Wit. 

Ton who can Fudge, to Sentence may proceed; 
But tho he cannot Write, les him be freed 

At leaft from their Contompt, who cannot Read. 
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ICOMEDY. 
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OO 


Mudus agris, nudus nummis 2 aternis, - 
laſanire parat certa ratione modoque. Hor. 
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To the Right Honourable 


HARLES | 
EARL of 1 
Dorſet and Middleſex. 


d Chamberlain of His Majeſty's 
- Houſhold, and Knight of the Moſt 
Noble Order of the Garter, &c. 


My LORD, 219 
VLoung Poet is liable to the ſame Va- 
WY LS nity and Indiferetion with a Young 
over; and the Great Man who 
9 AV; Va) ſmiles upon one, and Fine Woman 
Far who looks kindly upon tother, are 
; both of *em in Danger of having the 
Four publiſh'd with the firſt Opportunity. 
but there may be a different Motive, which will 
little diſtiaguiſh the Offenders. For tho* one 
M 4 ſhou'd 
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tation, when it is ſo juſtly apply'd Here are 7 


The Dedication. 


fhou'd have a Vanity in ruining. another's Repyt 
tion, yet the other may only have an Ambitiung 
advance his own. And I beg Leave, my Lord 


Excuſe of this Dedication. * 
Whoever is King, is alſo the Father of . 
Country; and as no body can diſpute Your Lon 11 
ſhip's Monarchy in Poetry; fo all that are eo O01 
cern'd, ought to acknowledge Your Univelli; ; 
Patronage : And it is only preſuming on. the HI 
vilege of a Loyal Subject, that I have ventur'd ii + 
make this my Addreſs of Thanks, to your Lordſhip ate 
which at the ſame Time Includes a Prayer ef 
Your ProteQion. Od 
I am not Ignorant of the Common Form . 
Poetical Dedications, which are generally made. ich 
of Panegyricks, where the Authors endeayour . no 
diſtinguiſh their Patrons, by the ſhining CharaQer 


they give them, above other Men. But that, m 
Lord, is not my Buſineſs at this time, nor is You 
Lordſhip ac to be diſtinguiſh'd. I am contente 
with the Honour I do my ſelf in this Epiſtle; wi 
ont the Vanity of attempting to add to, or el 
plain Your Lordſhip's Character. 

I confeſs it is not without ſome ſtrugling, thi 
I behave my ſelf in this Caſe, as I ought: For 
is very hard to be pleaſed with a Subject, and jt 
forbear it. But I chuſe rather to follow Ply 
Precept, than his Example, when in his Paneg 
rick to the Emperor Trajan, he ſays, 


Nec minus conſiderabo quid aures ejus pati poſſi 


Quam quid virtutibus debeatur. 


I hope I may be excus'd the Pedantry of a C 


ine 
1 


The Dedication. | 
nes in the Print, (and which your Lordſhip 
ad before this Play was Acted) that were omit- 
| on the Stage; and particularly one whole 
ein the Third Act, which not only helps the 
Lign forward with leſs Precipitation, but alſo 
phtens the ridiculous Character of Forefight, 
ich indeed ſeems to be maim'd without it. But 
found my ſelf in great Danger of a long Play, 
d was glad to help it where I could. Tho? not- 
thianding my Care, and the kind Reception it 
from the Town; I could heartily wiſh it yet 
ter: But the Number of Different Characters 
reſented in it, would have been too much 
onded in le Room. | 
This Reflection on Prolixity, (a Fault, for 
ich ſcarte any one Beauty will attone) warns 
not to be tedious now, and detain Your Lord- 
pany longer with the Trifles of, 


My LORD, 


Your Lordſhip's Moſt- 
Obedient and Moſt 
Humble Servant, 


William Congreve. 
Th 


PROL o G UU 


gpoken at the Opening of the N ew · Hou | 


By Mr. Betterton. 


HE Husbandman in vain renews his Dil, 
To cultruate each Year a hungry Soil; g 
And fondly hopes for rich and generous Fruit, 


When what ſhould feed the Tree, deveurs the Rodte 
Ti; unladen Beughs, be ſees, bode certain Dearth, 


Unleſs tranſplanted to more kindly Earth. | 
So, the poor Husbands of the Stage, who found 
Their Labours loſt upon ungrateſul Ground, 
This laft and only Remedy have prov'd; 


And hope new Fruit from ancient Stocks removd. 


Mell may they hope, when you ſo kindly aid, 
Well plant a Soil which you ſo rich have made. 
As Narure gave the World to Man's firſt Age, 
So 1 rom your Bounty, we receive this Stage; 
The Freedom Man was born to, you ve reſtor'a, 
Aud to our Wold, ſuch Plenty you affo'd, 

It ſeems like Eden, fruitful of its own accord. 
But ſince in Paradiſe frail Fleſh gave way, 
And when but two were made, both went aſtray; 
Forbear your Wondey, and the Fault forgive, 
If in our larger Family we grieve, 

One falling Adam, and one tempted Exo. 


PROLOGUE. 


wo remain, wauld gratefully repay, 
gur Endewuertts can, and bring this Day, 

FrÞ-fruit Offering, of a Virgin Pm. x 

lupe there's ſomething that may pleaſe each v 0 


h of Homely Fare we mabe the Feaſt, 
| yu will find Variety 1 

ws Humour, which for chearful Friends we got, 
for the thinking Party there's a Plot. 

ve ſomething too, 10 gratifie ill Nature, 

there be any here) and that ts Satire. 

Sitire ſcarce dares grin, tis grown ſo mild, 
mly ſhews its Teeth, as if it ſmil'd. 

Aſes Thiſtles, Poets mumble Mit, 

dare not bite, for fear of being bit. 

y bold their Pens, as Swords are held by Fools, 
ae afraid to uſe their own Edge-Tools. 

2 the Plin-Dealer's Scenes of Manly Rage, 
me has dar d to laſh this Crying Age. 

time, the Poet owns the bold Eſſay, 

Wes there's no IL manners in his Play: 

te declares by me, he has deſign d 

1 to none, but frankly ſpeaks his Mind. 

ſou'd th? enſuing Scenes not chance to hit, 
fr but this one Excuſe, tas writ 
Jour late Engouragement of Wit. 


Err 
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Spoken at the Opening of the New Houſ 
By Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


8 URE Providence at firſt deſign d this Place 

To be the Player's Refuge in Diſtreſs ; 
For ſtill in every Storm, they all run hither, 
As 10 a Shed, that ſhields em from the Weather. 
But thinking of this Change which laſt befel us, 
IE like what I have heard our Poets tell us: 
For when behind our Scenes their Suits are pleading, 
To help their Love, ſometimes they ſhow their Reading; 
And wanting ready Caſh to pay for Hearts, 
They top their Learning on #s, and their Parts. 
Once of Philoſophers they told us Stories, 
Whom, as I think, they call i —Py—Pythagories, 
I'm ſure tis ſome ſuch Latin Name they give em, 
And we, who know no better, muſt believe em. 
Now to theſe Men (ſay they) ſuch Souls were giv'n, 
That after Death, ne er went to Hell, nor Heav n, 
But liv'd, I know not how, in Beaſts; and then 
When many Years were paſt, in Men again, 
Methinks, we Players reſemble ſuch a Soul, 
That, does from Bodies, we from Houſes ſtrole. 
Thus Ariſtotle's Soul, of old that was, 
May now be damm d to animate an Aſs; 


"EPILOGUE. 
9 in this very Houſe, for ought we know, 


I; doing painful Penance in ſome Beau: 
40 thus, our Audience, which did once reſort 2 


To ſhining Theatres to ſee our Sport, 

Now find us to ſi d into a Tennis- Court. : 

Theſe Walls but other Day were fill d with Noiſe 

Of Roaring Gameſters, and your Damme Boys; 

Then bounding Balls and Rackets they encompaſt, 

Aud now they're fill d with Feſis, and Flights, and Bombaſt: 
um, I don't much like this Tranſmigration, 0 


Sroling from Place to Place, by Circulation; 

Grant Heav'n, we don't return to our firſt Station, 
| know not what theſe think, but for my Part, 
let reflect without an aking Heart, 5 
m we ſhou d end in our Original, a Cart. 

But we can't fear, ſince you're ſo good to ſave us, 
That you have only ſet us up, to leave us, 

Thus from the paſt, we hope for future Grace, 

| beg i — 

aul ſome here know I have a begging Face. 

Then pray continue this your kind Behaviour, 

bir a clear Stage won't do, without your Favour, 
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Dramatis Perſons. 
M E N. Ws 
Sir Sampſon Legend, Father to Valentine =" 
and Ben. | Mr. Underlil, 
Valentine, Fallen under his Father's Diſ- WM 
pleaſure by his expenſive way of > Mr. Bettertay, | 
living, in love with Angelica. | 
Scandal His Friend, a free Speaker. Mr. Smith, 
Tartle, A half-witted Beau, vain of his | 
Amours, yet valuing himſelf for Se- & Mr. Bowman, 
creſie. : 
Ben, Sir Sampſon's younger Son, half 
Home-bred, and half Sea- bred, de- ; Mr, Dogget. 
figp'd to marry Miſs Prue. 
Foreſight, An illiterate old Fellow, pee- 
viſh and poſitive, ſuperſtitious, and 
pretending to underſtand Aſtrology, >Mr. Sanford, 


Palmiſtry, Phikognomy , Omens, V. 
Dreams, &. Unele to Angelica. 
Jeremy, Servant to Valentine. Mr. Bowen. 
Trapland, A Scrivener. Mr. Triffuſis, 
Buckrum, A Lawyer. Mr. Free. 


WOM E N. | 
Angelica, Niece to Foreſight, of a confi- Mrs. Bracegih 


derable Fortune in her own Hands. C 
Mrs. Foreſight, Second Wife to Foreſight. Mrs. Bowman, 
Mrs. Frail, Siſter to Mrs. Foreſight, a 

Woman of the Town. Mrs, Barry. 
Miſs Prue, Daughter to Foreſight by a | 

Former Wife, a filly awkard Coun- & Mrs, Ajlif, 


try Girl. 
Nurſe to Miſa Mrs. Leigh. 
Fenny. ? Mrs Lawſon: 


A Steward, Officers, Sailers, and ſeveral Servants. 
The SCENE in LONDON. 
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ACT I SCENE LI 


VALENTINE ## his Chamber Reading. 
JEREMY waiting. 


4 — 4 — 
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bd 


Several Books upon the Tadle. 


VALENTINE. 
SET EREMY. 


* 


VALENTINE. 
Here, take away; I'll walk a Turn, and 
digeſt what I have read 
bol grow deri Fat apon this Paper b 
dul grow deviliſh Fat upon this Paper Diet. 
| Aſide, and taking away the Books, 
VALENTINE, 
ind d'ye hear, go you to B eakfaſt. There's a Page 
led down in Epictetus, that is a Feaft for an Emperor. 
| E R E N T. 
Was Epictetus a real Cook, or did he only write Re- 
* dat VALEN- 
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= VALENTINE, | | 
Read, read, Sirrah, and refine your Appetite; lean 
live upon Inſtruction; feaſt your Mind, and mortifie 300 

Fleſh; Read, and take your Nouriſhment in at you 
Eyes; ſhut up your Mouth, and chew the Cud of Unde 
ſtanding. So Efpicbetus adviſes. - IN 

EREMY. 1 
O Lord! I have heard much of him, when 1 waits 
upon a Gentleman at Cambridge: Pray what was thy 
Epicketus: | 
| VALENTINE. 
A very rich Man — Net worth a Groat. 
FEREMY. 
Humph, and ſo he has made a very fine Feaſt, WI 
there is nothing to be eaten, 
VALENTINE, 
Tes. 
ZEREMY. 

Sir, you're a Gentleman, and probably underſtand thi 
fine Feeding: But if you pleaſe, I had rather be at Bon 
Wages. Does your Eficterwus, or your Seneca here, or u 
of theſe poor rich Rogues, teach you how to pay ye 
Debts without Money? Will they ſhut up the Mouths 0 
2 Creditors? Will Plato be Bail for you? Or Dian 

cauſe he underſtands Confinement, and liy'd in a Tut 
go to Priſon for you? *Slife, Sir, what do you mean, t 
mew your {ſelf up here with three or four mufty Boo 
in Commendation of Starving and Poverty ? 
VALENTINE, : 

Why, Sirrah, I have no Money, you knew it; a 

therefore reſolve to rail at all that have: And in that It 
follow the Examples of the wiſeſt and wittieſt Philoſe 
phers whom you naturally hate, for juſt ſuch anotks 
— becaufe they abound in Senſe, and you art 

ool. 


7 ER EMT. 
Ay, Sir, I am a Fool, I know it: And yet, Hen 
kelp me, I'm poor enough to be a Wit. hut I Was. 
= nx 0-09 © Wk — 
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32 Fool, when I told you what your Expences would 
ng you to; your Coaches and your Liveries; your Treats 
j your Balls; your being in Love with a Lady, that 
got care a Farthing for you in your Proſperity; and 
ping Company with Wits, that car'd for nothing but 
Proſperity; and now when you are poor, hate you 
much as they do one another. | 
| VALENTINE. 
Well; and now I am poor, I have an Opportunity to 
rreng'd on them all; I'll purſue Angelica with more 
ne than ever, and appear more notoriouſly her Ad- 
rer in this Reſtraint, than when I openly rival'd the 
i Fops, that made Court to her; ſo ſhall my Poverty 
1 Mortification to her Pride, and perhaps make her 
mpſſionate the Love, which has principally reduc'd 
to this Lowneſs of Fortune. And for the Wits, I'm 
el m in a Condition to be even with them 
7ER EMT. ö 
y, your Condition is pretty even with theirs, that's 
ruth on't, 
VALENTINE. 7 
[1 take ſome of their Trade out of their Hands, 
FEREM Y. 
Now Heay'n of Mercy continue the Tax upon Paper; 
| don't mean to write! | 
VALENTINE, 11 
les, I do; I'll write a Play. 997 
7ER E Mr. | 
lem! — Sir, if you pleaſe to give me a ſmall Certifi- 
of three Lines———only to certifie thoſe whom it 
concern; That the Bearer hereof, Feremy Fetch by 
me, has for the Space of ſeyen Years truly and faith» 
er d Valentine Legend, Eſq; and that he is not now 
id away for any Miſdemeanour; but does voluntarily 
uls his Maſter from any future Authority over him 
| VALENTINE. 
I, Sirrah, you ſhall live with me Kill, 
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FF EREMY, 

Sir, it's impoſſihle I may die with you, ſtaryew 
you, or be damn'd with your Works: But to live, en 
three Days, the Life of a Play, I no more expect it, (} 
to be canoniz'd for a Muſe, after my Deceaſe. 

VALENTINE. 

You are witty, you Rogue, I ſhall want your he 
ul have yon learn to make Couplets, to tag the 
of Acts: D'ye hear, get the Maids to Cramboin an Eyeni 
and learn the knack of Rhiming, you may arrive tt 
height of a Song, ſent by an unknown Hand, or a 
colate-Houſe Lampoon, 

FEREMY. 

But, Sir, is this the way to recover your Father' 
your? Why Sir Sampſon will be irreconcilable. If y 
younger Brother ſhou'd come from Sea, he'd 
ver look upon you again. You're undone, Sir; ye 
ruin'd; you won't have a Friend left in the World, if 
turn Poet. — Ah Pox confound that ilPs Coffec-Hat 
it has ruin'd more young Men than the Royal Oak 
tery — Nothing thrives that belongs to't. The Man 
the Houſe would have been an Alderman by this ti 
with half the Trade, if he had ſer up in the City 
For my part, I never fit at the Door, that I don't 
double the Stomach that I do. at a Horſe Race. 
Air upon Banftead-Dawns is nothing to it for a Vi 
ter; yet I never ſee it, but the Spirit of Famine 
pears to me, ſometimes like a decay'd Porter, 
out with Pimping, and carrying Bille;-dowx and 8 
not like other Porters for Hire, but for the Jet's 
Now like a thin Chairman, melted down to 1s} 
portion, with carrying a Poet upon Tick, to viſit k 
great Fortune; and his Fare to be paid him like the V 
of Sin, either at the Day of Marriage, or the Day of De 
. VALENTINE, 
Pf, well, Sir; can you proceed? 

| 4 R 
Sometimes like a bilk'd Bookſeller, with a meagre 
r 
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y Countenance, that looks as if he had written for 
ſelf, or were reſoly'd to turn Author, and bring the 
of his Brethren into the ſame Condition. And Jaftly, in 
Form of a worn-out Punk, with Verſes in her Hand, 
ch her Vanity had preferr'd to Settlements, without 
hole Tatter to her Tail, but as ragged as one of the 
ſes; or as if ſhe were carrying her Linnen to the Pa- 
Mil, to be converted into Folio Books, of Warning 
young Maids, not to prefer Poetry to good Senſe; . 
ing in the Arms of a needy Wit, before the Em- 
es of a wealthy Fool. 


FIR > NES =" A SC) FD VR 2 
75 | 
1 SCENE II. 
0 VALE NTINE, SCANDAL, IERIM x. 
111 | 
Hot SCAND AL, 
th HAT, Feremy holding forth? 
Man VALENTINE. 
s de Rogue has (with all the Wit he could muſter up) 
f declatming againſt Wit. 
t SCAND AL. 


„hy then Pm afraid Jeremy has Wit: For where- 
eis, it's always contriving its own Ruin. 
ine FEREMY. 
willy o have been telling my Maſter, Sir: Mr. Scan- 
Sony for Heay'ns fake, Sir, try if you can diſſuade him 
s turning Poet. | | 
his} SCANDAL, 
(it Met! He ſhall turn Soldier firſt, and rather depend up- 
euer Out-fide of his Head, than the Lining. Why, 
f Da the Devil has not your Poverty made you Enemies 
? Muſt you needs ſhew your Wit to get more? 
7 EREMY. „ 
J more indeed: For who cares for any Body that 
Wore Wit than himſelf? 
1 S CAN. 
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; ſpeak SCENE ES 
erem s like an Oracle. Don't you {| 
8 eat Men, and dull rich R 15 avoid 4 
ty Man of ſmall Fortune? Why, he looks like 2 
of Enquiry into their Titles and Eſtates; and f 
Com miſſion'd by Heaven to ſeize the better half, 
VALENTINE. | 

Therefore I would rail in my Writings and be 

veng d. 


SCAND AL. 
Rail? At whom? the whole World? Impotent 
vain! Who would die a Martyr to Senſe in a Coy 
where the Religion is Folly? You may ſtand at; 
a while; but when the full Cry is againſt you, vou 
have fair play for your Life. If you can't be fairly 
down by the Hounds, you will be treacherouſly ſic 
the Huntſmen. — No, turn Pimp, Flatterer, Q 
Lawyer, Parſon, be Chaplain to an Atheiſt, or Stall 
an old Woman, any thing but Poet; a Modern f. 
worſe, more ſervile, timorous, and fawning, than 
have nam'd: Without you could retrieve the At 
Honours of the Name, recal the Stage of Alben, 
be allow'd the Force of open honeſt Satire, 
VALENTINE, 
You are as inveterate againſt our Poets, as if 
Character had been lately expos'd upon the $ 
Nay, I am not violently bent upon the Trade. 
{One knocks.) Feremy, ſee who's there. ¶ Jer. gow! 
Door.] But tell me what you would have me do? 
1 the World ſay of me, and my forcd C 
ment 


SCANDAL. 
The World behaves it ſelf, as it uſes to do 00 
Occaſions; ſome pity you, and condemn = T 
Others excuſe him, and blame you; only the Ladi 
merciful, and wiſh you well: fince Love and Plealut 
Expence have been your preateſt Faults, 


eremy returns. 
a” 


Love for Love. 161 
VALENTINE. © 


ly NOW ? | 
 FEREMY. * 
thing new, Sir; I have diſpatch'd ſome half a Dozen 
« with as much Dexterity, as a hungry Judge does 
{s at Dinner-time, 

VALENTINE. 
ſtat Anſwer have you given em? 

ſuppoſe, the old Recei 

ence, I ſuppoſe, the old Receipt, 
a FEREMY. 
0 faith, Sir; I have put em off fo long with Pati- 
ind Forbearance, and other fair Words; that I was 
{ now to tell em in plain downright Engliſh o———— 


VALENTINE. 
ſtat? 
FEREMY. 
ut they ſhould be paid. 


VALENTINE, 
ſhen ? 
ZFEREMY. 
Morrow. | 
VALENTINE. 
N how the Devil do you mean to keep your Word? 
5 FEREMYT. 
tp it? Not at all; it has been ſo very much ftretch'd, 
[reckon it will break of courſe by to-Morrow, and 
dy be ſurpris'd at the Matter [ Knocking 4 
Again! Sir, if you don't like my Negotiation, wi 
le pleas'd to anſwer theſe your ſelf, 
VALENTINE, 


| $CENRE 
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1 a 
L er 1 CLE > 


SCENE In. 


'v VALENTINE, SCANDAL. 


vi V this, Scandal, you may ſee what it is to be ili 
1 Secretaries of State, Prefidents of the Counci 

11 Generals of an Army lead juſt fach a Life as I ; WF" 
jaſt ſuch Crowds of Viſitants in a Morning, all ſolid 


a of paſt Promiſes; which are but a civiller Sort of 
| that lay claim to voluntary Debts. | | 
SCANDAL. 
| And you, like a true great Man, having engapedt 
Attendance, and promis d more than ever you inte 
to perform; are more perplex d to find Evaſions, than 
FT would be to invent the honeſt Means of keeping 
ny Word, and gratifying your Creditors. 
1 VALENTINE; | 
Scandal, learn to ſpare your Fricnds, and do not 
voke your Enemies; this Liberty of your Tongue, 
one Lay bring a Confinement on your Body, my Fri 


Rees 
SCENE IV. 


'| VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY, 


55 E RE MT. 

Sir, there's Trapland the Scrivener, with two ſu } 
cious Fellows like lawful Pads, that would kno "$00 
Man down with Pocket-Tipſtaves, — And there's Wl * 
Father's Steward, and the Nurſe with one of your 0 
dren from Twitnam, 


V Abs 
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VALENTINE. 
x on her, cou'd ſhe find no other Time to fling my 
;in my Face: Here, give her this, [Gives Money. and 
ter trouble me no more; a thoughtleſs two handed 
cre, ſhe knows my Condition well enough, and 
ht have over-laid the Child a Fortnight ago, if ſhe 
ad any Forecaſt in her. 

SCANDAL. | 
That, is it bouncing Margery, with my Godſon? 

FEREMY. | 


es, Sir. 
SE LWD Alb per 
y Bleſſing to the Boy, with this Token [ Gives 
] of my Love. And d'ye hear, bid Margery put 
re Flocks in her Bed, fhift twice a Week, and not 
k ſo hard, that ſhe may not ſmell ſo yigorouſly. 
ul take the Air ſhortly. 
VALENTINE, | 
nal, don't ſpoil my Boy's Milk: Bid Trap- 
eme in. If I can give that Cerberus a Sop, I ſhall 
t reſt for one Day. 


> "Y r , SL ER NGC FRI % — 
uv eee 
SCENE Y; 


LINTINE, SCANDAL, TRAPLAND, JEREMY. 


VALENTINE. 
Mr. Trapland! my old Friend! Welcome. Feremy, 
a Chair quickly: A Bottle of Sack and a Toaſt —— 
a Chair firſt. | 
| TRAPLAND. | 
| od Morning to you Mr. Valentine, and to you Mr. 


v0 ſu 
| kno 
res 


SCANDAL. 


—_—Y a very good Morning, if you don't 


FL VALEN 


l ch 
— « bo” 


{ 
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VALENTINE. 
Come, fit you down, you know his way: | 
TRAPLAND fs 
COT Debt, Mr. Valentine, of took of y 
n g—_—— 
14 : VALENTINE. 
[: | I cannot talk about Buſineſs with a thirſty 1 


Sirrah, the Sack. 
TRAPL AND. 
: And I defire to know what Courſe you | have-t 
"| for the Payment? 
[ VALENTINE. 
# | Faith and Troth, I am heartily 0 to ſee you, 
m7 Service to you, —fill, fill, to honeſt Mr, Ti 
1 er. "1 
i n TRAPLAND. 
| | { . Hold, — heart. This is not to our B 
Service to you, Mr. Scandal (D 
I have for rn as long 
VALEN TI NE. | 
Tother Glaſs, and then we'll talk.—Fill, Jerem. 
TRAPLAND. 
No more, in truth I have forborn, I ſay 
VALENTINE. | 
Sirrah, fill when I bid you—— And how does 
handſome Daughter? Come, a goed Husband to 


U 
TRAP LAND. | 
Thank you I have been out of this Mony 
VV ALENTINSMS:....: 
Drink firſt, Scandal, why do you not drink 1 


TRAPL AND: 
And i in i ſhort; I can be put off no longer. 
VALENTINE. 
I was much oblig'd to you for your Supply: It did 
Sip: el Service in my Neceſſity, , But you delight 
ing 11 Scandal, drink to me, my Friend 
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\/; Health. An honeſter Man lives not, nor one more 
aly to ſerve his Friend in Diſtreſs: Tho I ſay it to his 
ce, Come, fill each Man his Glaſs. 
SCAND AL. 

What, I know Trapland has been a Whoremaſter, and 
ves a Wench ſtill. You never knety a Whoremaſter, 
ut was not an honeſt Fellow. 
TRAPLAND. 
Fie, Mr. Scandal, you never knew 

SCANDAL, 
What don't I know? J know the Buxom 
ik Widow in the Poultry 800 l. a Year Jointure, 
U 200001, in Mony. Ahah ! Old Trap. 

VALENTINE. 

&y you ſo, i'faith? Come, we'll remember the Wi- 
m: I know whereabouts you are; Come, to the Wi- 


k] TRAPL AND. 
No more indeed. | 

VALENTINE. | 

. What, the Widow's Health; give it him. off 

th it: [They drink.) A lovely Girl, i'faith, black ſpark- 


g Lyes, ſoft pouting Ruby-Lips? better ſealing there, 
Wn Bond for a Million, hah! 
.'TR APL AND. 
No, no, there's no ſuch thing ; we'd better mind our 
ineſ——You're a Wag. | 
VALENTINE. 
No faith, we'll mind the Widow's Bufineſs: fill again 
Pretty round heaving Breaſts, — a Barbary Shape, 
12 Jut with her Bum, would tir an Anchoret: And 
prettieſt Foot! Oh if a Man could but faſten his Eyes 
ter Feet, as they ſteal in and out, and play at Bo-peep 
er her Petticoats, ah! Mr. Trapland ? 


Ver _—_ 

id k J. ive me a G 1 ou' re a vw — and 
oy esto the Widow, . 'S [Drinks. 
nd 
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SCANDAL, 
He begins to Chuckle phy him cloſe, ore 
relapſe into a Dun. 


SCENE VI. 
[To them] OFFICER, 


OFFICER, - 

B* your Leave, Gentlemen, — Mr. Trapland 
we muſt do our Office, tell us. — We have ba 
Dozen Gentlemen to Arreſt in Pall-Mall and Covent-G 
den; and if we don't make haſte, the Chairmen wil 
abroad, and block up the Chocolate Houſes, and then 


Labour's loſt. | 
TRAPL AND, 
Udſo, that's true. Mr. Valentine, I love Mirth,” but Bt 
neſs muſt be done; are you ready to — 
FEREMY, 
Sir, your Father's Steward ſays he comes to make Pt 
poſals concerning your Debts. 
VALENTINE. 
Bid him come in: Mr. Trapland, ſend away your \ 
fioer, you ſhall have an Anſwer preſently, 
n 
Mr. Snap, ſtay within Call. #2 


SCE 
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SCENE VII. 


ALENTINE, SCANDAL, TRAPLAND, JEREMY, 
STEWARD who whiſpers VALEN TIN E. 


SCANDAL. 
ERE's a Dog now, a Traitor in his Wine: Sirrah, 
refund the Sack : Feremy, fetch him ſome warm 


er, or I'll rip up his Stomach, and go the ſhorteſt 
ij to his Conſcience. : | 


TRAPLAND. 
Mr. Scandal, you are uncivif I did not value your Sack; 


jou cannot expect it again, when I have drunk it. 


SCAND AL. 
And how do you expect to have your Mony apain, 
ten a Gentleman has ſpent it? 
VALENTINE. 
You need ſay no more, I underſtand the Conditions; 
xe very hard, but my Neceſſity is very preſſing: I 
re to em. Take Mr. Trapland with you, and let him 
In the Writing —— Mr. Trapland, you know this Man, 
ſhall ſatisſie you. CERES 
TRSFTLAANDES 
Incerely, I am loth to be thus preſſing, but my Ne- 
lity | 
VALENTINE, 
0 Apology, good Mr. Scrivener, you ſhall be paid, 
TRAPL AND. | 
(hope you forgive me, my Buſineſs requires 
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gelica: And I think ſhe has never given you any 4 
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SCENE VIII. 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL: 


| SCANDAL. | 
H begs Pardon, like a Hangman at an Execution, 
VALENTINE, | 
But I have got a Reprieve. 
SCANDAL. 
I am ſurpris'd; what, does your Father relent? 
VALENTINE. 

No; He has ſent me the hardeſt Conditions in t 
World. You have heard of a Booby-Brother of ni 
that was ſent to Sea three Years ago? This Brother, 1 
Father hears 1s- landed; whereupon he very affeCtionat 
ſends me Word, If I will make a Deed of Conveyut 
of my Right to his Eſtate after his Death, to my yc 

Brother, he will immediately furniſh me with | 
thouſand Pound to pay my Debts, and make my | 
tune. This was once propos d before, and I refus' 
but the preſent Impatience of my Creditors for d 
Mony, and my own Impatience of Confinement, 
Abſence from Angelica, force me to conſent. 

SCANDAL. 
'A very deſperate Demonſtration of your Love to 


rance of hers, 

VALENTIN EZ. 
You know her Temper; ſhe never gave me any | 

Reaſon either for Hope or Deſpair. 
SCAND AL. | 
Women of her airy Temper, as they ſeldom think 
fore they act, ſo they rarely give us any Light to | 
at what they mean: But you have little Reaſon to 
liere that a Woman of this Age, who has had an [1 


3 * 


ice for you in your 2 will fall in Love with 
ur ill Fortune: Beſides, Angelica has a great Fortune of 


sn; and great Fortunes either expech nother great 


tune, or a Fool, 


N 52 N PV\Y 25 8 * 5 D, 84 
SCENE IX. 
[To them] ]EREMY. 
ORE Misfortunes, Sir. 
"VALENTINE. 
What, another Dun? 
ZFEREM T. 


No, Sir, but Mr. Tattle is come to wait upon you. 


VALENTINE. | 
Well, I can't help it, — you muſt bring him up; he 
os I don't go abroad. | | 


SCENE X. 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL. 


SCANDAL. 
JOX on him, Ill be gone. 
VALENTINE. 


4 4 % — 0 * 7 
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you are Light and Shadow, and ſhew one another; 
perfectly thy Reverſe both in Humour and Under- 
ing; and as you ſet up for Defamation, he is a 
eder of Reputations. 
SCAND AL. 

\ Mender of Reputations! ay, juſt as he is a Keeper 
&crets, another Virtue that he ſets up for in the ſame 
ner, For the Rogue will ſpeak aloud in the Poſture 
: Whiſper; and deny a Woman's Name, while he 
es you the Marks of her Perſon: He will forſwear 

N 3 re· 
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No, pr'ythee ſtay: Tartle and you ſhould never be aſun- 


250 LOVE br Lo vx. 
receiving a Letter from her, and at the ſame time | 
ou her Hind in the Superſcription: And yet perhuy, 
vx: counterfeited the Haud too, and ſworn to a Tr 
but he hopes not to be beliey'd ; and refuſes the Repy 
tion of a Lady's Favour, as a Doctor ſays, No, t 
Biſhoprick, only that it may be granted him. 
ſhort, he is a publick Profeſſor of Secreſie, and n 
Proclamation that he holds priyate Intelligence, 
He's here. | 
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SCENE Xx. 
[To them] TATTLE, 


T Alentine, good Morrow : Scandal, I am you 
That is, when you ſpeak well of me. 
SCAND AL. | 
That is, when I am yours; for while I am my on 
or any Body's elſe, that will never happen, 
TA TTT E. 
How Inhuman ! 5 
VALENTINE, 
Why Turtle, vou need not be much concern d at any thi 
that he ſays: For to converſe with Scandal, is to pla) 
Loſing Loadum; you muſt loſe 2 good Name to him, 


* 


fore you can win it for your ſelf. 
TATTIEE. 
But how barbarous that is, and how unfortunate 
him, that the World ſhall think the better of any Perk 
for his Calumniatjon! I thank Heay'n, it 
always been a Part of my Character, to handle the 

putations of others very tenderly indeed. 

SCAND AL. | 
Ay, ſuch rotten Reputations as you have to deal Wi 
are to be handled tenderly indeed. | 


TATTI 


— 
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TAITILE 
Nay, but why rotten? Why ſhould. you fay rotten, 
ben you know not the Perſons of whom you ſpeak 
ow cruel that 1s? | 

SCAND AT. 
Not know em? Why, thou never had'ſt to do with 
Body that did not ſtink to all the Town, 

TATTLE. 
Hz, ha, ha; nay,” now you make a Jeſt of it indeed, 
jr there is nothing more known, than that no body 
nows any thing of that Nature of me. As I hope to 
ud, Valentine, 1 never expos d a Woman, ſince I knew 
hat Woman was. | 
VALENTINE, 
And yet you have convers d with ſeyeral, 
TATTLE. | 

To be free with you, I have ——1 don't care if I own 
at Nay more (I'm going to ſay a bold Ward 
ny) I never could meddle with a Woman, that had to 


Vith any Body elſe. | 
How! | 
VALENTINE, 


Nay faith, I'm apt to believe him Except her Huſ. 


y thit oy Tattls, 
phy TATTLE, 
im, Oh tha... 
SCANDAL. 
What think you of that Noble Commoner, Mrs. Drab ? 
TATTLE. 


Pooh, I know Madam Drab has made her Brags in 
rte or four Places, that I ſaid this and that, and writ to 
7, and did I know not what But, upon my Repu- 
lon, ſhe did me wrong -— Well, well, that was Ma- 
hut I know the Bottom of it. She was 
dd to that by one we all know —— A Man too. Only 
ding me into Diſgrace with a certain Woman of 
MUNITY enema 


N 4 S C 4 N- 
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| SCAND AL. 
Whom we all know. 
THMHIIS 
I's No matter for that Les, yes, every Body ku 
Fi — No doubt on't, every Body knows my Secre 
— But 1 ſoon fatisfy'd the Lady of my Innocence 
for I told her—— Madam, fays I, there are ſome Pe 
ſons who make it their Buſineſs to tell Stories, and {; 
this and that of one and t'other, and every thing in th 
World: and, ſays I, if your Grace— 
| SCANDAL. * 


Grace! 4 
CAKITLRF | 
O Lord, what have I ſaid? My unlucky Tongue! 0! 
VALENTINE, 
Ha, ha, ha. . W] 
SCANDAL. | 
Why, Tattle, thou haſt more Impudence than one c 5, 
in Reaſon expect: I ſhall have an Eſteem for thee; wel 
and ha, ha, ha, well, go on, and what did you fay to be 70 
VALENTINE. 
_ I confeſs this is ſomething extraordinary. Wh 
1 £& YN 


Not a Word, as I hope to be fav'd; an errant LA 
Lingue—Come, let's talk of ſomething elſe. 
VALENTINE. ; 
Well, but how did you acquit yoùr ſelf? 
KTI. 
Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, I only rally d with you- 
a Woman of ordinary Rank was a little jealous of me 
and 1 told her ſomething or other, faith know n 
what---Come, let's talk of ſomething elſe, [ Hums # Soy 
. 
Hang him, let him alone, he has a Mind we ſhow 
enquire, 


TATTL: 
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dg * with your Miſtreſs, and 
Talentine, I ſupp'd laſt Night with your Miltrels, | 
Uncle Old Foreſeght: I chink your Father lies at Fore- 


J 
*. 


VALENTINE, 


Yes, 
TATTLE. IN 
Upon my Soul Angelica's a fine Woman —— And ſo is 
Is, Foreſight, and her Siſter Mrs. Frail, 
SCANDAL. 
Yes, Mrs. Frail is a very fine Woman, we all know 


TALITSHE. q 
0h that is not fair. 5 
SCAND AL. po 
What ? | 
| TATTLE. 


To tell. ; 
| SCANDAL. 
- tell what? Why, what do you krow of Mrs. 
＋ 
TATTLE. 

Who, I? Upon Honour I don't know whether ſhe be 
n or Woman; but by the Smoothneſs of her Chin, 
d Roundneſs of her Hips. 

SCANDAL; 


No! 
' fas © I 
No. 
SCAND AI. 
de ſays otherwiſe. 


TATTLE. 
Impoſſible! | 
SCAND AL. 
Yes, Faith, Ask Valentine elſe, 
| TATTTL E. 
Why then, as I hope to be ſav d, I believe a Woman 
Ng ; only 
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only obliges a Man to Secreſie, that ſhe may haye the 
Pletfure of telling her ſelf. | 
SCAND AL. 

No doubt on't. Well, but has ſhe done you wrong, 0 

no? You have had her? Ha? 
S4TTLE. 

Tho' I have more Honour than to tell firſt; I hu 
more Manners than to contradi& what a Lady has 
clar d. 

SCAND AE, 

Well, you own it? 

© & T L E, 

I am ſtrangely ſurpris d! Yes, yes, I can't deny't, if & 
taxes me with it. 

SCAND AE. 

She'll be here by and by, ſhe ſees Valentine every Ma 
ning. 


T " = © «© Þ © 1 
How! | | 
| VALENTINE, 
She does me the Favour — I mean of a Viſit fon 
times. 
I did not think ſhe had granted more to any body. 
SCAND AI. 
Nor I, faith — But Tattle does not uſe to bely Lady 
it is contrary to his Character How one my be h 
cciv'd in a Woman, Valentine? 
THTTLE | 
Nay, what do you mean, Gentlemen ? | Ll 
SCANDAL. | 
I'm reſolyd T'll ask ker. You 
© & ow Þ * : 
O barbarous! Why, did you not tell me 217% k ti 
SCANDAL, | 
No, you told us. 


. TTL E. 
And bid me ask Valentine ? 


I. 


hay 
8 0 


if & 


ſon 


 Lovsg for Lo VR. 275 


VALENTIN ay 
hat did I ay? I ou won't bring me to con- 
- Anſwer, OO —_ ask'd me The Queſtion ? | 

ATT LX 

But Gentlemen, this is the moſt inhuman Proceeding 
VALENTINE. 
Nay, if you have known Scandal thus long, and cannot 
aid ſuch a palpable Decoy as this was; the Ladies have 
ine time, whoſe Reputations are in your keeping. 


* 


* a. > —_ p = Ss — Wi — 22 —— -- de 
* % SEAS F 17% — NS 4 OF - * Y I >” I 
ADEN ARS TIN CRTRED 


Amend 


SCENE XL 
[T5 them] JEREMY. 


FEREMY. 
[R, Mrs. Frail has ſent to know if you are ſtirring. 
N VALENTINE, - 


thew her up, when ſhe comes. 


ed hb. 5 2 2 . N. „ IO, S £4 I „ * .. 
Dee r 


SCENE MAIL 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL, TATTLE 
ETSY. 


LL bs gone. | 

"VALENTINE 
You'll meet her. 

TAT TL. : 

b there not a bach way? 

VALEN TEN. 
ll there were, you have more Diſcretion, than to give 
nal ſuch an Advantage; why, your running away 
proye all that he can tell her. 


TAT:- 
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rr. 
Scandal, you will net be ſo ungenerous — O, 1 yl 
loſe my Reputation of Secreſie for ever—— ſpall never 
be receiv'd but upon Publick Days; and my Viſits wil 
never be admitted beyond a drawing-Room : I ſhall ne. 
ver ſee a Bed- Chamber again, never be lock'd in a Cloſe; 
nor run behind a Screen, or under a Table; never be d. 
ſtinguiſh'd among the Waiting-Women by the Name of 
Truſty Mr. Tartle more — You will not be fo cruel. 
' VALENTINE. 
Scandal, have pity on him; he'll yield to any Condi 
| TATTLE. 
Any, any Terms. 
SCAND AL. 
Come then, ſacrifice half a Dozen Women of goo! 
Reputation to me preſently— Come, where are you ft 
miliar? — And ſee that they are Women of Quality toc 
the firſt Quality | 
-& & # & + I* 
Tis very hard — won't a Baronet's Lady paſs? 
SCAND AL. 
No, nothing under a Right Honourable. 
TATTL E. 
O inhuman! You don't expect their Names. 
SCAND AL, 
No, their Titles {tall ſerve. - 
TATTLE. | 
Alas, that's the fame thing: Pray ſpare me their ! 
tles; I'll deſcribe their Perſons. | 
Sc AND A1. | 
| Well, begin then: But take notice, if you are ſoil 
i: Painter, that I cannot know the Perſon by your Pit 
4 of her, you muſt be condemn'd, like other bad Paine 
v4 to write the Name at the Bottom. 
; TATTEE 
N Well, firſt thenwoomm—n 


A = 
AN 
14 
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e 4 70 J D | =. 5a", 5% 2. 
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SCENE XIII. 
[To them] Mrs, FRA1L, 


n 
Unfortunate! ſhe's come already; will you have 
þ Patience *till another time Vil double the 


umber. 
SCAND AL. | 
Well, on that Condition — Take heed you don't fail 


Ie, 


Mrs. F RAIL. 
| ſhall get a fine Reputation, by coming to ſee Fellows 
14 Morning. Scandal, you Devil, are you here too? 
bb Mr. Tattle, every thing is ſafe with you, we know. 
SCAND AL. 
Tattle. 
TATTLE. 
Mum——O Madam, you do me too much Honour, 
VALENTINE. 
Well Lady Galloper, how does Angelica? 
Mrs.F R A IL, 
Angelica? Manners! 
VALENTINE. 
What, you will allow an abſent Lover 
Mrs. FR AI L. 
No, I'M allow a Lover preſent with his Miſtreſs to > be 
aticular — But otherwiſe I think his Paſſion ought to 
de place to his Manners, 


i T 


ſo il 


Pu VALENTINE. 
unte But what if he has more Paſſion than Manners? 
| Mrs. F RAIL. 
Then let him marry and reform. 


VALENTINE. 
Marriage indeed ma qualifie the Fury of his Paſſion, 


ei yery rarely a Man's Manners, Mrs, 
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AI. 

You are the moſt miſtaken in the World; there is » 
Creature perfectly civil, but a Husband. For in  litth 
time he grows only rude to his Wife, and that is th 
higheſt good Breeding, for it begets his Civility to othe 
People. Well, I'll tell you News; but I ſuppoſe VC 
hear your Brother Benjamin is landed. And my Brother 
Foreſight's Daughter is come out of the Country — 1. 
ſure you, there's a Match talk'd of by the old Peop 
Well, if he be but as great a Sea-Beaſt, as ſhe is a Land 
Monſter, we ſhall have a moſt amphibious Breed 
The Progeny will be all Otters: He has been bred at Aur 
and ſhe has never been out of the Country, 

| VALENTINE. 

N Pox take em, their Conjunction bodes me no good it 
14 I'm ſure. 

| 


Mrs. F RAIL. 
Now you talk of Conjunction, my Brother Fegg e 
bas caſt both their Nativities, and prognoſticates an 4A 
miral and an eminent Juſtice of the Peace to be the Iſh 
Male of their two Bedies; tis the moſt ſuperſtitious oi 
Fopl! He would: have perſuaded me, that this. was 
unlucky Day, and wou'd not let me come abroad: But 


invented a Dream, and ſent him to Artimedorus for litet Yes, 
pretation, and ſo ſtole out to. ſee you. Well, and wr h 
will you give me now? Come, I muſt have ſomething 
VALENTINE-E., ay, 
Step into the next Room — and I'll give you; ſome 
thing. E Ob! 
SCAND AL, N.! 
Ay, ve all give you ſomething, | th th 


Mrs. FR A IL. 

Well, what will you all give me? 
VALENTIN:E 
Mine's a Secret, 


9 Mrs. FRAIL, Mc 
$i: I thought you would give me ſomething, that woll 
| 4 he a Trouble to you to keep, | | | 
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VALENTEFNE. 
Ind Scandal ſhall give you a good Name. 
— ie 
That's more than he has for himſelf. And what will 
ju give me, Mr. Tattle? 
TATTLE. 
1? My Soul, Madam. 
Mrs.F RAIL. 
Pooh, No I thank you, I have enough to do to take 
re of my own. Well; but Pll come and ſee you one 
theſe Mornings: I hear you have a great many 
tures, 


FATTLE. 
| have a pretty good Collection at your Service, ſome 
noirals: 
F SCANDAL 
Hang him, de has nothing but the Sea/ons. and the 


alte Ceſars, paultry Copies; and the Five Senſes, as ill 


ited as they are in himſelf; and he himſelf i is the 
original you will ſee there. 
5 0, Mrs.F R AT L. 
/, but J hear he has a Cloſet of Beauties. 
But SCAND AI. 


Yes, all that have done him Favours, if you will be- 
e him, 
Mrs.F R AI I. 
dy, let me ſee thoſe, Mr. Tattle. 
 T ATTLE. 
Ob Madam, thoſe are ſucred to Love and Contempla- 
n. No Man but the Painter and my ſelf was ever blen 
th the Sight, 
Mrs. FR AI I. 
well, but a Woman — 
"oF + i Vo © 
Nor Woman, till. ſhe conſented to have her Picture 
re too — for then ſhe's obligd to keep the Secret, 
S- CAN. DAL. 
No, no; come to me if you'd ſee. Pictures. 


Mrs, 


ann — III. - 
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— 
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Mrs. FRAIL, 


You? 


SCANDAL.. 

Yes Faith, I can ſhew you your own Picture, and 
moſt of your Acquaintance to the Life, and as like as; 
Kyeller's. 

Mrs.FR ATIL. 

O lying Creature Valentine, does not he ye ? 
I can't believe a Word he ſays. 

VALENTINE. 

No indeed, he fpeaks Truth now: For as Tattle ha 
Pictures of all that have granted him Favours, he has th 
Pictures of all that have refus'd him: If Satires, Deſcrir 
tions, Characters, and Lampoons are Pictures. 

SCAND AL. 

Yes, mine are moſt in black and white. — And ye 
there are ſome ſet out in their true Colours, both M 
and Women. I can ſhew you Pride, Folly, Affectatiot 
Wantonneſs, Inconſtancy, Covetouſneſs, Diſltmuhktior 
Malice and Ignorance, all im one Piece. Then I can her 
you Lying, Foppery, Vanity, Cowardiſe, Bragging, Le 
chery. Impotence and Uplineſs in another Piece; and yt 
one of theſe is a celebrated Beauty, and t'other a pro 
Beau. I have Paintings too, ſome pleaſant enough. 

Mrs FRAIL, | 

Come, let's hear em. 

R SCAS4ND AL. 0 

Why, I have a Beau in a Bagnio, cupping for a Cor 
dean and ſweating for a — "y 7. 

5 Mrs. F R AI L, 


So. 
SCANDAL. | 
Then TI have a Lady burning Brandy in a Cellar witl 
Hackney-Coachman. _ 
| Mrs. F RAI. 
O Devil! Well, but that Story is not true. 
SCN DAL. © 
I have ſome Hieroglyphicks too; I have a Lawyer wil 
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undred Hands, two Heads, and but one Face; a Di- 
r with two Faces, and one Head; and I have a Sol- 
«with his Brains in his Belly, and his Heart where his 
"1 ſhou'd be. 


1nd no Head? 
SCAND AL 
Xo Head, 


Mrs. F R A T Z. 


Mrs. F RAIL. 
ob, this is all Invention. Have you ne'er a Poet? 
SCAND AL. | 
Yes, J have a Poet weighing Words, and ſelling Praiſe 
r Praiſe, and a Critick picking his Pocket. I have a- 
ther large Piece too, repreſenting a School; where there 
huge Proportion'd Criticks, with long Wiggs, lac'd 
uts, Stemkirk Crayats, and terrible Faces; with Cat- 
in their Hands, and Horn-Books about their Necks. . 
ye many more of this Kind, very well painted, as 


Mrs. RAT T. 
Fell, I'll come, if it be but to diſprove you. 


r r . Tm... 
. N RACE fu X75 M 2 = 0) 3 - 


4 


SCENE XIV. 
[Tothem] JEREMY, 


[R, here's the Steward again from your Father. 

| VALENTINE. | 

eome to him — will you give me leave, I'll wait on 
again preſently, | 


Mrs.FRAI TL, 
o Ill be gone. Come, whe Squires me to the Ex- 
? I mult call my Siſter Foreſight there. 
| SCANDAL. 
(vill: J have a Mind to your Siſter. 
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Civil! | 
TATTLE. 
I will; becauſe I have a Tendre for your Ladyſhip, 
Mrs. F RAIL. 


That's ſomewhat the better Reaſon, to my Opinion 
SCAND A L. 
Well, if Tatt/e entertains you, I have the better Opyc 
tunity to engage your Siſter. | 
VALENTINE. 2 
Tell Angelica, I am about making hard Conditions 
come Abroad, and be at Liberty to ſee her. 
SCANDAL. | 
Ill give an Account of you, and your Proceedings, 
Indiſcretion be a Sign of Love, you are the moſt aLo 
of any Body that I know: You fancy that parting v 
y our Eſtate, will help you to your Miltreſe— ia 
Mind he is a Thoughtleſs Adventurer, 


Who bopes to purchaſe Wealth by ſelling Land; 
— re ſi, with a loſmg Hand. 
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10 T l. SCENE I. 
A Room in FORESIGHT's Houſe. 
FoREsS1GHT and SERVANT. 


FORSIGH T. 


ESE Y day! What, are all the Women of my 
Wi 7 0 -1 Family abroad? Is not my Wife come 

57 &| home? Nor my Siſter, nor my Daughter? 

5 3 SERVANT. 

No, Sir. 

222 FORESIGHT. 

lerey on us, What can be the — of it? Sure the 
unis in all her Fortitudes; Is my 1 

de! 


SERVANT. 
ſes, Sir. 
FORESIO HT. 
Ibeliee you lie, Sir 
SERVANT 


fir? 

FORESIGHT. 

ty you lie, Sir. It is impoſſible that any * ſhould 

#1 wou'd have it; for I was born, Sir, en the 

b was aſcending, and all my Affairs go backward, | 

SERV ANT. 

lan't tell indeed, Sir. 

FORESIGHT. 

* I know you can't, Sir: But I can tell, and fore. 
Ir, 


SCENE 


— — — — — 


— 
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Nee 
[To them] NURSE. 


FORESIGHT. 

N where's your young Miſtreſs? 
NURSE. 

Wee'ſt Heart, I know not, they're none of em cot 

Home yet: Poor Child, I warrant ſhe's fond o ſeeing 1 

Town Marry, pray Heav'n they ha' given her a 

Dinner -— Good lack-a-day, ha, ha, ha, O ſtrange; 

vow and ſwear now, ha, ha, ha, marry and did you 
ſee the like! ES 


FORESIGHT. 
Why, how now, what's the Vatter ? 
NURSE. Ge 

Pray Heay'n ſend your Worſhip Luck, Marry 
Amen with all my Heart, for you have put on one Ste 
ing with the wrong fide outward, 

FORESIGHT. 

Ha, how? Faith and troth I'm glad of it, and 
have, that may be good Luck in troth, in troth it 
very good Luck: Nay I have had ſome Omens; | 
out of Bed backwards too this Morning, without Pre 


ditation; pretty good that too; but then I tumbled co 

down Stairs, Kt. met a Weaſel; bad Omens thoſe: & Prop 
bad, ſome good; our Lives are checquer'd: Mirth N 
Sorrow, Want and Plenty, Night and Day, make up ad, 
Time —- But in troth I am pleas'd at my Stocking iſ >" 


very well ys at my Stocking Oh here's my Ne 
— - Sirrah, go tell Sir Sampſon Legend III wait on 

if he's at leiſure, ——'tis now three a Clock, a very g 
Hour for Buſineſs, Mercury governs this Hour. a 


SCE 


SCENE III. 


ANGELICA, ForEs1GHT, NURSE. 


ANGELICA. 

Fit not a good Hour for Pleaſure too, Uncle? pray 
end me your Coach, mine's out of Order. 
FORESIGHT. 

What, wou'd you be gadding too? Sure all Females are 
u to-day——lt is of evil Portent, and bodes Miſchief 
the Maſter of a Family I remember an old Pro- 
fie written by Meſſabalah the Arabian, and thus trank- 
xd by a Reverend Buckinghamſhire Bard. 


When Houſewiſes all the Houſe for ſake, 
And leave good Man to Brew and Bake, 
Mubouten Guile, then be it ſaid, 

That Houſe doth ſtond upon its Head; 

A when the Head is ſet in Grond, 


Ne marl, if it be fruitful fond. 


itful, the Head fruitful, that bodes Horns; the Fruit 
the Head is Horns Dear Neice, ſtay at home 
r by the Head of the Houſe is meant the Husband; 
Prophecy needs no Explanation, 


I 


i yell, but I can neither make you a Cuckold, Uncle, 
eng abroad; nor ſecure you from being one, by 
Ning at home. | 


FORESIGHT. 
les, yes; while there's one Woman left, the 
tot 1n full Force. a 
| ANGELICA. 
but my Inclinations are in Force; I have a Mind to go 
kd; and it you won't lend me your Coach, I'll take a 


Hackney, 


Prophecy 
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Hackney, or a Chair, and leave you to erect a Sche 
and find who's in Conjunction with your Wife, y 
don't you keep her at home, if you're Jealous of her wh 
ſhe's abroad? You know my Aunt is a little Retropj 
(as you call it) in her Nature. Uncle, I'm afraid you 
not Lord of the Aſcendant, ha, ha, ha. 
FORESIGHT. 
Well, Jill-Airt, you are very pert=——and always ri 
culing that Celeſtial Science. 
ANGELICA. 

Nay Uncle, don't be angry —— If you are, II rex 
all your falſe Prophecies, ridiculous Dreams, and idle 
vinations. I'll K. ear you are a Nuſance to the Neig 
bour hood What a Buſtle did you kecp againſt the | 
iffviſible Eclipſe, laying in Proviſion as *twere for a Sieg 
What a world of Fire and Candle, Matches and Tind 
boxes did you purchaſe! One would have thought we w 
ever after to live under Ground, or at leaſt makinga Yoy 
to Greenland, to inhabit there all the dark Seaſon. 

FORESIGHT. N 

Why, you malapert Slut — 

ANGELICA. 

Will you lend me your Coach, or I'll go on —N 
Til declare how you prophecy'd Popery was coming, 0 
becauſe the Butler had miſ- laid ſome of the Apo 
Spoons, and thought they were loſt. Away went Ne 


th m 
lke 
u up, 
ur Ur 
ur Fe 


les,! 
bet, 
ing! 
mite 
Witte r 


gion and Spoonmeat together Indeed, Uncle, III 
ite you for a Wizard. | | Feat, 
FORESIGHT. ws Thi 
How Huſly! was there ever ſuch a provoking Miq er Ct 
NURSE. | 
O merciful Father, how ſhe talks! Iwill h: 
ANGELICA. W be t 


Yes, I can make Oath of 2 unlawful Midnig | 


Practices; you and the old Nurſe there le of x 
NURSE. wid - — 
Marry Heav'n defend at Midnight Practi Nniſh) 


O Lord, what's here to do? —— I in unlawful Doi 
W 


Love for Loves. 287 


4 my Maſter's Worſhip — Why, did you ever hear 
ike now —— Sir, did ever I do any thing of your 
night Concerns — but warm your Bed, and tuck 
up, and ſet the Candle and your Tobacco-Box, and 
Urinal by you, and now and then rub the Soles of 
7 Feet — } Lord, T! — — 
ANGELIC A. | 
ſes, I aw you * thro' the Key-hole of the 
bt, one Night, like Saul and the Witch of Endby, 
ing the Sieve and Sheers, and pricking your Thumbs, 
mite poor innocent Servants Names in Blood, about 
ne Nutmeg-Grater, which ſhe had forgot in the 
le-Cup —————Nay, I know ſomething worſe, if 
yould ſpeak of it = | | 
FORESIGHT. 
dee you, Huſſy; but I'll remember this, Ill be re- 
wd on you, Cockatrice; Pl! hamper you -— You 
jour Fortune in your own Hands —- bat III find a 
to make your Lover, your Prodigal Spendthrift Gal- 
Valentine, pay for all, I will. 
ANGELIC 4. To 
Fil you? IT care not, but all ſhall out then —— Look 
Nurſe; I can bring Witneſs that you have a great 
tural Teat under your left Arm, and he another; 
that you ſuckle a young Devil in the Shape of a Tab- 
t, by turns; I can. io 
NURSE. | = 
Test, a Teat, I an unnatural Teat! O the falſe ſlan- 
bw Thing; feel, feel here, if I have any thing but like 
ter Chriſtian. [ Crying, 
FORESIGHT. 

[will have Patience, fince it is the Will of the Stars 1 
be thus tormented — This is the Effect of the 
kcious Conjunctions and Oppoſitions in the third 
le of my Nativity; there the Curſe of Kindred was 
wild -— But I will have my Doors lock d up — 
uin you; not a Man ſhall enter my Houſe, 
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ANGELIC A. 

Do Uncle, lock em up quickly before my Aunt « 
home—— You'll have a Letter for Alimony to- Mg 
Mornin But let me be gone firſt, and then kt 
Mankind come near the Houſe, bur converſe with 
rits and the Celeſtial Signs, the Bull, and the Ran, 
the Goat. Bleſs me! there are a great many ho 
Beaſts among the twelve Signs, Uncle. But Cuckoldg 


to Heav'n. 


FORESIGHT. 

But there's but one Virgin among the twelve $i 

Spit- fire, but one Virgin. 
ANGELICA. 

Nor there had not been that one, if ſhe had had ti 
with any thing but Aſtrologers, Uncle. That m 
my Aunt go abroad. . 

FORESIGHT. © 
How? How ? Is that the Reaſon? Come, you k 
ſomething; tell me, and Tl forgive you; do, good 
me, you ſhall have my Coach and Horſes, 
Faith and troth you ſhall — Does my Wife compl 
Come, I know Women tell one another —- She is ye 
and ſanguine, has a wanton Hazle Eye, and was 
under Gemini, which may incline her to * 5 
has a Mole upon her Lip, with a moiſt Palm, and 8: 
pen Liberality on the Mount of Venus. 
ANGELIC A. 
Ha, ha, ha. 


| FORESIGHT. 
Do you laugh? — Well Gentlewoman, II 

come, be a good Girl, don't perplex your poor U 

tell me—— won't you ſpeak? Odd, Il. 


—_ — —ʃn— — — 
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SCENE lv. 

[To them] SERVANT, 4 


SERVANT. | 

— ANGELICA. 

Good bu'y Uncle——Call me a Chair —— L' find out 

Aunt, and tell her, ſhe muſt not come home. | 
FORESIGHT. at 

nn ſo perplex'd and vex'd, I am not fit to receive 

1; I ſhall ſcarce recover my {elf before the Hour be 

60 Nurſe, tell Sir Sampſon Im ready to wait on 


* . 


Y 


r ne 
Jes; Sir. — jf 12222 | 97 2 | 
"FORESIGHT *«- 


* 


Dp! 13 if I was born to be a Cuckold, there's 
N nore to be ſaid he's here already. | E 


Y 3 lis We . Tv 
1 1D CEN E V. 0 34 
ORESIGH T, and Sir SAM'r'so N | E G END 


with a Paper, © 


Sir SAMSON LEGEND. 
R no more to be done, old Boy; that's plain 
| here tis, I have ic in my Hand, Old Prolomee; III 
t the ungracious Prodigal know who begat him; I 
0d Noſtroda mus. What, I warrant my Son thought 
ap belong di ts a Father, but | Forgiveneſs and Affe- 
no Authorityz no Correction, no Arbitrary Power; 
ig to be done, but for him to' offend and me to 
I. O pardon. 


$Cl 
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Pardon. I warrant you, if he danc'd till Doomſday, þ 
thought I was to pay the Piper, Well, but here it is vr 
der Black and White, Signatum, Sigillatum, and Deliber 
tum; that as ſoon as my Son Benjamin is arriv d, he is os ( 
make over to him his Right of Inheritance. Where 
my Davghter that is to be — hah! old Merlin! Bod 
o'me, I'm ſo glad I'm reveng d on this undutiful Rogue 
_ FORESIGHT. | 
Odſo, let me ſee; Let me ſee the Paper Ay, fil... | 
and troth, here tis, if it will but hold 1 wiſkthio 
were done, and the Conveyance made Whe 
was this ſign'd, what Hour? Odſo, you ſhould have ce het 
ſulted me for the Time. Well, but we'll make hafte h 
NPE, | Sir SAMPSON, ..-- 
Haſte; ay, ay, haſte enough; my Son Ben will be 
Town to Night——1 have order d my Lawyer to dra 
up Writings of Settlement and Jointure Al: | ba 
be done to Night — No matter for the Time; pryti nk. 
Brother Foreſigiu, leave Superſtition Pox o 
time; there's no Time but the Time preſent, there's 
more to be ſaid of what's paſt, and all that is to cot 
will happen. If the Sun ſhine by Day, and the Stars rr in 
Night, why, we ſhall know one another's Faces withQ wi: 
the help-of a Candle, and that's all the Stars are good \Wro of 
FORESIGHT - 
How, how? Sir Sampſon, that all? Give me lere y we 
contradict you, and fell you, you are ignorant. 
Sir SAMPSON. . 5 
T tell you I am wile; and ſapien: dominabitur 
there's. Latin for to prove it, and an Argumente 1. 
confound. your E „ Ignorant l—— tell le 6: 
T have travelld old Fircu, and know the Globe. Ie; f 
ſeen the Antipodes, where the Sun riſes at 
fets at Noon-Day. 


* 
- 


FORESIGHT. ; __ 
But I tell you, I have travell'd, and travell d in 
Ccleſtia Spheres, know the - Signs and the Planets, 
their Houſes. Can judge of Motions Direct and R 


* 


| 
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qade, of Sextiles, Quadrates, Trines and Oppoſitions, Pier 
hem and Aquatical Trizons. Know whether Life ſh 
long or ſhort, Happy or Unhappy, whether Diſeaſes 
je Curable or Incurable. If Journeys ſhall be proſpe- 


uus, Undertakings ſucceſsful; or Goods ſtell'n recover d, 
[know — 


Sir SAMPSON. 
| know the Length of the Emperor of China's Foot ; 
wwe kiſs'd the Great MoguPs Slipper, and rid a Hunting 
yon an Elephant with the Cham of Tartary, Body 
ine, I have made a Cuckold of a King, and the preſent 
hielt of Bantam is the Iſſue of theſe Loins, 
FORESIGHT. 
| know when Travellers lye or ſpeak Truth, when 
y don't know it themſelves. 
Sir SAMPSON. x 
| have known an Aſtrologer made a Cuckold in the 
nkling of a Star; and ſeen a Conjurer, that cou'd not 
tt the Devil out of his Wife's Circle. | 
FORESIGHT. | 
What, does he twit me with my Wife too? I mult be 
ter inform'd of this, — [ Aſide. Do you mean 
Wife, Sir Sampſon? Tho' you made a Cuckold of the 
g of Bantam, yet by the Body of the Sun 
Sir SAMPSON. 
the Horns of the Moon, you wou'd fay, Brother 
prom, | 


| FORESIGHT. . V 

laricorn in your Teeth, thou Modern Mandevil; Fer- 

nl Mendez Pinto was but a Type of thee, thou Liar 
be firſt Magnitude. Take back your Paper of Inhe- 

ace; ſend your Son to Sea again. I'l wed my Daugh- 

w an Egyptian Mummy, ere ſhe ſhall Incorporate with 

ſantemner of Sciences, and a Defamer of Virtue, 

Sir SAM PSON. 

dy o'me, I have gone too far I muſt not pro- 

t honeſt Alburmazar, An Egyptian Mummy is an 


ous Creature, my truſty Hieroglyphick; and may 
3 bare 
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have Significations of Futurity about him; Odsbud, 
would my Son were an Egyptian Mummy for thy fake 
What, thou art not angry tor a Jeſt, my good Hal. 
reverence the Sun, Moon and Stars with all my He; 
———— What, Vil make thee a Preſent of a Mummy 
Now I think on't, Body o'me, I have a Shoulder of! 
Egyptian King, that | purloin'd from one of the Pyramid 
powder'd with Hieroglyphicks, thou ſhalr have it broug! 
Home to thy Houſe, and make an Entertainment for 
the Pkilomaths, and Students in Phyſick and Aſtrology | 
and about London. | 


FORESIGHT. 
But what do you know of my Wife, Sir Sampſon? 
Sir SAMPSON. 
Thy Wife is a Conſtellation of Virtues; ſte's t 
Moon, and thou art the Man in the Moon : Nay, ſhe 
more illuſtrious than the Moon; for ſhe has her Chaſti 
without her Inconſtancy : sbud I was but in Jeſt. 


— fr >< 
SCENE VI. 


[To them] JEREMY. 


4 1 Coir 8S4MPISOK  :: 

O W-now, who ſent for you? Ha! What we 

_ 7 9 7 
FORESIGHT. | 

Nay, if you were but in Jeſt—— Who's that Fell 
I don't like his Phyſiognomy. | 

Sir SAMPSON, 
My Son, Sir; what Son, Sir? My Son Benjamins, 


FEREMY. | Oh Si 

No, Sir, Mr. Valentine, my Maſter, "ris the 
time he has been abroad ſince his Confinement, an * 8 
comes to pay his Duty to you. . of Fa 


Sir SAMPSON, 
Well, Sir. e 
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| 3 | 1 
SCENE VII. | 1 
FORESIGHT, Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, JEREMY, 


FEREMT. 


E is here, Sir. | 
VALENTINE. 
Your Bleſſing, Sir. 
Sr SAMPSON. 
You've had it already, Sir; I think I ſent it you to Day | 
pz hill of four thoutand Pound: A great deal of Mo- 
brother Foreſight, | | 

peek 5 FO Sb bb i bs | , 5 
j indeed, Sir Sampſon, a great deal of Mony for a 
be Man; 2 "4 can do with it! | 

Sir SAMPSON. 8 

body o'me, fo do I —— — Hark ye, Valentine, if 
xe be too much, refund the Superfluity ; doſt hear, Boy 7 
VALENTINE. q — 
uperfluity, Sir! it will ſcarce pay my Debts. 
lope you will have more Indulgence, than to oblige 
£10 thoſe hard Conditions, which my Neceſſity ſiga'd 


Sir SAMPSON, 8 
ir, how, I beſeech you, what were you pleas'd. to 
mate, concerning Indulgence? TD 
VALENTINE. 3 
Viy, Sir, that you wou'd not go to the Extremity of 
Conditions, but releaſe me at ſeaſt from ſome Part. 
Sir SAMPSON. 
0h Sir, I underſtand you that's all, ha? 
VALENTINE E. | | 
les, Sir, all that I preſume to a k —— But what you, 
of Fatherly Foadneſs, will be pleas'd to add, ſhall be 
y welcome. | 
O 3 en 
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Sir SAMPSON. 
No Doubt of it, ſweet Sir, but your filial Piety, 
my fatherly Fondneſs wou'd fit like two Tallies. 
Here's a Rogue, Brother Foreſight, makes a Bargain y 
der Hand and Seal in the Morning, and would be rele; 
from it in the Afternoon; here's a Rogue, Dog, here 
Conſcience and Honcfiy ; this is your Wit now, this 
the Morality of your Wits! You are a Wit, and h 
been a Beau, and may be a— Why Sirrah, is 
not here under Hand and Seal Can you det 
it? | | 


VALENTINE, 
Sir, I don't deny it. - 
Sr SAMPSON. 

Sirrah you'll be hang'd; I ſhall live to ſee you 

Holborn- Hill —— Has he not 8 Rogues Face? — 
Brother, you underſtand Phy fioguomy, a hanging Loc 
to me---of all my Boys the moſt unlike me; he þ 
damn'd Tyburn-Face, without the Benefit o'the Clergy. 

FORESIGHT. ; | 


Hum — truly 1 don't care to di a you 
Man---ke bas a violent Death in his Face; but I hope 
Danger of Hanging. x ++ toll 

VALENTINE. 5 

Sir, is this Uſage for your Son ?——for that old 
ther-heaced Fool, I know how to laugh at him; 
you, Sir 


Sir SAMPSON. - | 
You, Sir; and you, Sir ;—— Why, who are you,s 
VALENTINE. 
Your Son, Sir. | , 
Sir SAMPSON. 
That's more than I know, Sir; and [ believe not. 
2 VALENTINE, 
Faith I hope not. 
Sir SAMPSON. 
What, wou'd you have your Mother a Whore! | 
you ever hear the like! Did you ever hear the like! 
OY. O' me. VAL 
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would have an Excuſe for your Barbarity and unna- 
ml Uſage. 


Sir SAMPSON, 
Excuſe! Impudence! Why Sirrah, mayn't I do what 
pleaſe? Are not you my Slave? Did not I beget you? 
id might not I have choſen whether I would have be- 
jou or no? Oons who are you! Whence came you? 
hat brought you into the World? How came you here, 
Here, to ſtand here, upon thoſe two Legs, and look 
a with that audacious Face, hah? Anſwer me that? 
you come a Volunteer into the World? Or did I, 
th the lawſu! Authority of a Parent, preſs you to the 
ce? | 


| VALENTINE. 

[know no more why I came, than you do why you 
lame. But here I am, and if you don't mean to provide 
me, I defire you would leave me as you found me. 

Sir SAMPSON, we | 
Vith all my Heart: Come, uncaſe, ſtrip, and go na- 
lout of the World as you came into't. 
VALENTINE E. | 
My Cloaths are ſoon put off: But you muſt alſo 
eſt me of Reaſon, Thought Paſſions, Inclinations, Af- 
K0ns, Appetites, Senſes, and the huge Train of At- 
ants that you begot along with me. 
Sir SAMPSON. 
* ome, what a many-headed Monſter have I pro» 
u, Ned! 

VALENTINE. 

iam of my ſelf, a plain eaſie fimple Creature; and 
e kept at ſmall Expence; but the Retinue that you 
eme are Craving and invincible; they are ſo many De- 
that you have rais'd, and will have Employment. 

Sir SAMPSON. 
Vons, what had I to do to get Children, — can't a 
© Man be born without all theſe Followers: 
nothing under an Emperor ſhould be born with Ap- 


t. 


el ! 
ce! 


L 
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that b "the Rule of right Reaſon, this Fellow ought to ha 


tires, Why at this rate a Fellow that ha- but 
Groat in his Pocket, may have a Scomach * of 
Ten Shilling Ordinary. 

4 FEREMY.:* 

© Nay that's as clear as the Sun; Þil make Oath of ith 
fore any Juſtice in Middleſex. , 

Sir SAMPSON. 

Here's a Cormorant too, — 8 beart this Fellow u 
not born with you? did not beget him, did 1? 

7 EREMI. 

By the Proviſion that's made for me, you might h 
begot me too: Nay, and to tell your Worſhip anot 
Truth, I believe you did, for I find I was born wi 
thoſe ſame Whoreſon Appetites too that my Maſter ſpe 
* | 


| Sir SAMPSON. Fore n ee 
Why look you there now. Il maintain 


been born without a Palate.- S' heart, what ſnou d he 
with a diſtinguiſhing Taſte? — 1 warrant now hed 
ther eat a Pheaſant, than a Piece of poor Joln; 
imei, OW; Why, I warrant he can {mell, and loves p 
fumes ; boye a Stink, Why there's it; and 
fick, don't you love Muſick, Scoundrel?- 
ZEREM Y. | 

Yes, I have a reaſonable good Ear, Sir, as to » Ji 
and Country Dances; and the like; I don't much mat 
your Solos or Sonatas, they give me the Spleen. 

Sr SAMPSON. 

The Spleen, ha, ha, ha, a Pox confound you 
Solo's or Sonatas? Oons whole Son are you? How W 
you engendred, Muckworm ? 

TEREMY.: 4: 

I am by my Father, the Son of a Chair- man; 
Mother fold Oifters in Winter, and Cucumbers in 5 
mer; and I came up Stairs into the Werkl, for | 
born 1 in a nome 


pol 
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FORESIGHT. = 

By your Looks, you ſhou'd go up Stairs out of the 

World too, Friend. a EY | EOS 1? 

Sir SAMPSON. 

And if this Rogue were Anatomis'd now, and diſſect 

a, he has his Veſſels of Digeſtion and Concoction, and 

oforth, large enough for the Inſide of a Cardinal, thie- 

n of a Cucumber. Theſe Things are unaccountable 

nd unreaſonable, ——Body o'me, why was not I a Bear? 

ut my Cubs might haveliv'd upon ſucking their Paws; 

Nature has been provident only to Bears and Spiders; the 

re has its Nutriment in his own Hands; and t'other 

hics his Habitation out of his own Eatrails, 

VALENTINE. ' 

fortune was provident enough to ſupply all the Ne- 

[ities of my Nature; if I had my Right of Inheritance, 


It 


: Sir SAMPSON 

1 in! *Oons han't you four thouſand Pound if I 
— lit again, I wou'd not give thee a Groat, What, 

" 3 | | 

"oli thou have me turn Pelican, and feed thee out of 

on Vitals: . — 8'hbeart, live by your Wits,----- 

3 WJ" were always fond of the Wits, — Now let's fee, 
boa have Wit enough to keep your ſel.— V ur Bro- 


twill be in Town to Night, or to Morrow Morn- 
p.and hen look you perform Covenants, ard fo your 


mat rnd and Servant. Come, Brother Foreſight. 


HCN — FE> W477 > 4% | — — 
Deen A N 


v SCENE VII. 
| VALENTINE, JEREMY, 
— FEREMY.: 


Told you what your Viſit wou'd come to; 

| VALENTINE. | 
as much as I expected I did not come to-fee 
Leame to Angelica; But fince ſhe was gone abroad, 


O x5 it 


- * 
5 it a — ——U— — 


a _” 


* 7 * 71 , 
* r e . ene on ent WA i ret 4 ws 1 


been there, it had becn only innocent Recreation, 


* 
3 


298 LOVE for Lo vx. 


it was eaſily turn d another Way; and at leaſt look d well 
on my Side: What's here? Mrs. Foreſight and Mrs. Frail? 
they are earneſt. I'll avoid em, —-- Come this way, 
and go and enquire when Angelica will return. 


SCENE IX. 


Mrs. FoRES1GHT, and Mrs, FR ALL, 


Mrs. FR MAIL. 

HAT have you to do to watch me? *Slife PI da 
what J pleaſe. 

Mrs, FORESIGHT. 


w 


You will? 


Mrs. FR AI TL. 
Yes marry will I—— A great Piece of Buſineſs tog 
to Covent-Garden-Square in a Hackney-Coach, and take 
Turn with one's Friend. | 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Nay, two or three Turns, II take my Oath: 
Mrs. FR AIL. | 
Well, what if I took twenty -—— I warrant if you I 


Lord, where's the Comfort of this Life, if we can't ha 
the Happineſs of converſing where we like? 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

But can't you converſe at home? — Ion it, I thin 
there's no Happineſs like converfing with an agree 
Man; I don't quarrel at that, nor I don't think but yc 
Converſation was very innocent; but the Place is | 
blick, and to be ſeen with a Man in a Hackney-Coael 
ſcandalous : What if any Body elſe ſhou'd have ſeen j 
alite, as I did? How can any Body be hapy 
while they're in perpetual Fear of being ſeen and cenſur 
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—— Bekides it wou'd not only reflec upon you, Siſter, 


hut me. 
Mrs. FR AIL. 


Pooh, here's a Clutter — Why ſhou'd it reflect upon 
u- don't doubt but you have thought your ſelf hap- 
yin a Hackney-Coach before now. If I had gone to 
Inghts-Bridge, or to Chelſea, or to Spring-Garden, or Barn- 
In; with a Man alone ſomething might have been 


bd, | 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Why, was I ever in any of thoſe Places > What do you 
nean, Siſter ? 


Mrs. FRAIL, 
Was I? What do you mean? 
Mrs, FORESIGHT. 
You have been at a worſe Place. 
Mrs. FR AIL. 

Tit a worſe Place, and with a Man! 

Mrs. FOR ESIGHT. 
I ſuppoſe you would not go alone to the Wirld's-End. 

Mrs. FR AITL. ; 

The World's-End! What, do you mean to banter me? 

Mrs. FORESIGHT, 
Poor Innocent! You don't know that there's a Place 
Wd the Worla's-End? IN fwear you can keep your Coun- 
ce purely, you'd make an admirable Player. 

Mrs. FR AIL. | 

Il ſwear you have a great deal of Confidenee, and in 
Mind too much for the Stage. | 4A 

Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
tha ery well, that will 2ppear who has moſt ; yow never 
Tecantt at the Horld's- End? 
Mrs. FR AIL. 
0, 


0 ol 
ke 


Mrs. FORESIGHT, 
6 deny it poſitively to my Face, 

vrs FRAIL, 
dur Face! what's your Face? 


| 
| 
| 
| 
J 
i 
| 


0 
— 2 ii "IX 2 
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Not by a Dozen Years wearing hut I do deny 


469297 440 Mrs. FORESIGHT. _. 
No Matter for that, it's as good a Face as yours. 
Mrs. FRAIL. 


it poſitively to your Face then. 
a Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Pit allow you now to find fault with my Face; for I 
ſwear your Impudence has put me out of Countenance 
hut look you here now, — where did yo 
loſe this Gold Bodkin h Siſter, Siſter! 


Mrs. FRA II. 
My Bodkin! 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Nay, *tis yours, look at it. ; \ 


Mrs, FR AIT. 

Well, if you go to that, where did you find this Bod 
kin ?———Oh Siſter, Siſter ! —- Siſter every way, 

Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

O Devil on't, that I cou'd not diſcover her, withou 

betraying my ſelf. | | Aid 
Mrs. FRAIL. 

L have heard Gentlemen ſay, iſter, that one ſhou'd tak 
great Care, when one makes a Thruſt in Fencing, nd 
to lye open ones ſelf. 

Mrs. FO RE SIG HT. 

It's very true, Siſter; Well, ſince all's out, and as vc 
fay, fince we are both wounded,. let us do what is ofte 
done n Duels, take care of one another, and grow be 
ter Friends than before. 
| Mrs. FRAIL. © 

With all my Heart, ours are but {light fleſh Wound 
and if we kecp 'em from Air, not at al] dangerous: We 
ox me your Hand ia token of Siſterly Secreſie aud! 


ection. 


Ot 


ie, 1 
, yo 


What 

Mrs. FORESIGHT, lle? 

Here tis with all my Heart. . | 
Mrs. FR AIL. 

Well, as an Earneſt of Friendſhip and * 

8 "= ya a 


Madan 
lanc 
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quaint you with a Deſign: that I have: To tell Tru h. 
nd ſpeak openly one to another; I'm afraid the World 
ve obſery'd us more than we have obſerv'd one another. 
fou have a rich Husband, and are provided for, lam at 
;Loſs, and have no great Stock either of Fortune or 
epuration; and therefore muſt look ſharply about me. 
tir Sampſon has a Son that is expected to Night; and by 
he Account I have heard of his Education, can be no 
mjuror:; The Eſtate you know is to be made over to- 
m: Now if 1 cou'd wheedie him, Siſter, ha? Vou 
nderſtand me? £ 15 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

do; and will help you tothe utmoſt of my Power- 
1d] can tell you one Thing that falls our Juckily enough; 

yy awkward Daughter-in | aw, who ＋ know is de- 
pn'd to be his Wife, is grown fond of Mr. Tattle; now 
we can improve that, and make her have an Averſion. 
ir the Booby, it may go a great Way towards his liking 
u. Here they come together; and let us contrive ſome , 
ſzy or other to leave em together. | 


Re DIC IS 
SCENE X. 

„ [To them] TA TTL E and Miſs Pave. 

7 be Miſs PRUE. 


Other, Mother, Mother, look you here; 

Vrs FORESIGHT. br 
un fie, fie, Miſs, how you bawl --- Beſides, I have told. 
Wal, you muſt not call me Mother. 

d! Miſs PRI E. 
= muſt I call you then? are you not my Father's. 
le? | 
| Mrs. FORESIGHT. | Kd 
Madam; you. muſt ſay Madam —gfy my Soul, I. 
ancy my ſelf old indeed, to have this great Girl call 
me 


qua 
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me Mother —— Well, but Miſs, what are you 6 
over- joy d at? 


| Miſs PRU E. 
Look you here, Madam then, what Mr. Tattle ha 
iv n me Look you here Couſin, here's 2 Snuff 
*; nay, there's Snuff in't; — here, will you have ar 
— Oh good! How ſweet it is Mr. Taue! 
1 all over ſweet, his Perruke is ſweet, and his Gloves ag 
1 ſweet, and his Handkerchief is ſweet, pure ſweet 
ſweeter than Roſes Smell him Mother, Madam, [ 


* e a ek co —— — —_-_— cc _ 
K 8 — * 


þ mean fle gave me this Ring for a Kiſs, lp 
b + Þ 4M beit 
| O fie Miſs, you muſt not kiſs and tell. 1 
} Miſs PRUE r 
| Yes; I may tell my Mother —— And he ſays hell i! 
bi me ſomething to make me ſmell ſo — Oh pray len 


me your Handkerchief Smell, Couſin; he fy: 
he'll give me ſomething that will make my Smocks .: el 
this way ——— Is not it pure? — It's better than Ly 
vender mun —— I'm reſolvd I won't let Nurſe put ar 
| more Lavender among my Smocks — ha, Coulin? 
O Mrs FR AIL, | 

1 Fie, Miſs; amongſt your Linnen, you muſt ſay 
Fi You muſt never ſay Smock. | 

Miſs PRUE. How 
Why, it is not Bawdy, is it, Couſin? 

TATTLE. 

Ob, Madam; you are too ſevere upon Miſs: you mul 
| not find Fault with her pretty Simplicity, it becomes be 
1 flrangely — pretty Miſs, don't let em perſwade youo 
4 of your Innocency. 


| Mrs. FORESIGHT. Fey 
Oh, demm you Toad I wiſh you don't p f 
ſwade her out of her Innocency. | 
[ -- + + of & ih 

l; Who l, Madam? —————Q Lord, how can your 
| dyſhip have ſuch a Thought— ſure you don 


know me? 
| Mr 
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Mrs. F RAIL. 

In Devil, fly Devil — He's as cloſe, Siſter, as a Con- 

lle thinks we don't obſerve him, | 
Mrs. FORESIGHT 

k cunning Cur, how ſoon he cou'd find out a freſh 

emleſs Creature; and left us, Siſter, preſently. 

TALES S £4 
Reputation, ———— 

PP Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

They're all ſo, Siſter, theſe Men they love to have 

ſpoiling of a young thing, they are as fond of it, as 

being firſt in the Faſhion, or of ſeeing a new Play the 

t Day, — —-1 warrant it would break Mr. Taztle's 

art, to think that any Body elſe ſhou'd be before-hand 

th him, 


TATTLE. 
0h Lord, I ſwear I wou'd not for the World 
Mrs. FRAIL, 
0 hang you; who'i] believe you? — You'd be hang'd 
oe you'd confeſs we know you -— ſhe's yery 
Lord, what pure Red and White! — ſhe looks 
helſome; ncꝰ er ſtir, I don't know, but I fancy 
were a Man | 


Miſs P RUE. 
How you love to jeer one, Couſin. 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
lark ee, Siſter, —— by my Soul the Girl is fpoil'd al. 
dy — d'ye think ſhe'll ever endure a great lubberly 
tmawlin---Gad I warant you ſhe won't let him come 
ber, after Mr. Tatile. 
Mrs. F RAIL. 
my Soul, I'm afraid not eh! filthy Creature, that 
tls all of Pitch and Tarr—— Devil take you, you con- 
me Toad—— why did you ſee her, before ſhe was 
tried ? 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
ay, why did we let him—my Husband will hang us 
He'll think we brought em acquainted, —\_ 
Mrs, 
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Mrs. FRAIL. 


Come, Faith let us be gone. —If my Brother FN 
ſhou'd find us with them, he'd think io, ſure enough, WW! 
Mrs. FORESIGHT: bes 

80 he weu'd---but then leaving em together is as bu f. 


And he's ſuch a ſly Devil, he'll never miſs x 
Opportunity, 


Mrs. FRAIL, 
I don't care; J won't be ſeen in't. 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. © | 

Well, if you ſhovld, Mr. Turtle, you'll have a Worl 


to anſwer for; remember I waſh my Hands of it, T 10 
throughly Innocent. a | mul 
Wh 

Dy 

SCENE XI. 1 

TarTLE, Miſs PRUE. 4 

Poo 


: Miſs P RUE. 
W HAT makes em go away, Mr. Tattle? What d 
they mean, do you know? 
1 M444 $.: 
Yes, my Dear I thiek I can gueſs— But han 
me it. I know the Reaſon of it. 1 


Miſs P R U E. * i 
Come, muſt not we go too? a Why 
TATLZLE. 4 
No, no, they don't mean that. 1 | 
7] PRUE. % 

No! What then? What ſhall you and I do together? 
141711 Nous) 
J muſt make love to you, pretty — ; will you © 
me make Love to you? _. | but 
Miſs E RU E. hag ol | JG 


Yes, if you pleaſe, on. 


Love br L 0 K. b 
TATTLE. 

Frank, I Gad, at leaſt. What a Pox does Mrs. Fore- 
n mean by this Civility ? Is it ro make a Fool of me? or 

hes ſhe leave us together out of good Morality, 'and do 
x ;h wen os _ by — Gad III underftdhd nn 

IL 12 Be 1 

Miſs P R U E. * 

Well; and how will you make Love to me — Come. 
long to have you begin muſt I make Love tod? 
You muſt tell me how. 

oF + © wr OG f 
You muſt let me ſpeak Miſs, you _ not it ſpeak felt z 
[muſt ask you Queſtions; and vou mutt anſwer; © 
Miſs PR U E. 
What, is it like che Citechiſm?—Come then uk me. 
„ Tr TILE EO 
Dye think you can love me? © © 
Mir R UE. | f 
Yes, | Een ns 48 
. T 4 £5 E 4 
ooh, Pox, you muſt not ſa 1 ſhar't 
a Farthing beg then in a Tonk . 
Miſs P K U E.! 5 
Vhat mult? ay then: wh 71299 en af! 
BARE > © w -& 3% NI 143 2D P73 2544 
why you muſt ſay no, or you W not, « or you 


ut tell 
Mis P R F E. | | ; 11 
Vhy, muſt J tell a Lie then? 1 8 "Wh 
TATTLE. 9 
Yes, if you d be well bred. All well-bred Perſon Lie 
- Beſides, you are a Woman, you mult never ſpeak 
at you think: Your Words - muſt contradict your 
ſwughts; but your Actions may contradict your Words. 
when 1 a k you, if you can love me, you muſt ſay 
, but wa muſt love me too ff I = you 
re handſome, you muſt deny it, and ſoy * ä | 
ou —— But you mutt think your fef more ing } 
TL thin 


— ͥ , —rÜO? ———_  —  — 


— — 


rr 


"| 


In 


242 


— — — * 
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than I ſpeak you: — And like me, for the Beauty wi 
I fay you have, as much as if I had it my ſelf — if 
ask you to kiſs me, you muſt be angry, but you mh 
not reſuſe me. If Lack you 4 — wy muſt be mor 
angry, — but more comply ing; ſoon at exer 
make you ſay you'll cry out, you muſt be ſure to hi 
your Tongue, 
Mliſe p R UE. „ 1nd 
0 Lord; I fwear this is pure, .- i like it het th 
our old faſhion'd Country way of ſpeaking anc's Mins 
— and muſt not you he too? __ 
TATTL:E, 
Hum ves But you mult believe I ſpeak. Tr 
Mils P R VHB. 
O. Semiri ! Well, | en had a great Miad d te 
Lies — but they frighted me; and-faid it was a _ 
TAT TT 11. 56 | 
Weh, my pretty Creature: will you make me = 
by giving me a Kiſs? 
Mis PRUE 
No, indeed; Im angry at 70u.—. 


12 ! 
T AT TTA 


Hold, hold, that's pretty well but you ſhould 1 
have given it me, but have {uffer'd me to have t takes 


Miſs P RUE, Tou 
Well, we'll do it again. 

14171 B. 
With all my Heart — Now then my little ny 

Fir ie R U E. 

Tn. 

TATTLE, | is DL 
That's right,—again my Charmer. [Kiſe4 4 

Miſs PR U E. Bo. 
O fie, nay, now I can't abide you. 

TATT TER. 


Adeirable! That was as well as if you had been be 


r —ö᷑ ! —W_—o— oo 
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1 bred in Covent. Garden And won't you ſhew me, 
Miſs, where your Bed-Chamber is? | 
MGPRYE. 
No, indeed won't I: but Til run there, and hide my 
from you behind the Curtains. 
TATTLE, 


MGPRUE 1 | 
kh, but I will hold the Door with both Hande, and 
ingry; and you ſhall puſh me down before you come 


II follow you. . 


| TAFTLE 

No, Ill come in firſt, and puſh youdywy afrermagia, 
oY MiGPRUE. 

1 they Fl be more angry s any xy com- 


1 4r r 
Then I'll make you cry out. 
MikPRUE . |: 
0 but you ſhan't, fie Pi bold my | Tongue — 
TATIS Bo 1 
b my dear apt Scholar. | d. 
Mi P RUE. 
Fel, now Id run and make more haſte than you. 
TATTLE. 
lou ſhall not fly fo faſt, as II N 


End of u. Send 42 


. 
B38 


; f 


-+&UT 


6 ub Rave wifh'd for her coming. 
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— 


1 I Il. 3 CE N 
25 1 


NURSE. 
88, Miſs, Miſs rie — Mercy ot 
Ei: marry and Amen. Why, What's beet 
of the Child? Why Miſe, Miſs 3 
XA | ſight —- Sure ſhe has lockt her ſelf 
ber Chamber, and gone to ſleep, ortoPj 
. EY ers: Miſs, Miſs, 1 hear her Cor 
your Father, Child: Open the Door Open the [ 
iſs — F hear you cry huſbt. O Lord, who's th 
[peeps] What's — to do? O the Father! a 
with her!—Why, Miſ I ay; God's my Life, here 
doings towards ——O Lord, we're all undone——0 
young blarlotry [knecks.] Od's my Life, won't yon ( 
the Door? III come in che back TY; wes 


| 80 E N E II. 
TATTLE, Mijs PRU. 


Miſs P RUE. 
() Lord, ſhe's coming—and ſhe1! tell my Father, 
ſhall I do now? 
TALES i Bo 
Pox take her; if ſhe had ſtaid two Minutes long 
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Mis P R UE. 
0 Dear, what ſhall 1 lay? Tell me, Mr. Tattle, tell me 


le. 

T A TT n 
(There's no Occaſion for a Lie; I cou'd never tell a Lie 
o Purpoſe——But ſince we have, done nothing, we 
it fay nothing, I think. I hear her I'll * you 
wether, and come off as you can. 
¶ Tyruſts her in, and fre the Door 


NRA Cade 


SCI N E III. 
s 1 TATT LE, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, 
ANGELI1CA. | 


N ANGELICA 
ego b can't accuſe me of Inconſtancy; 1 never told 
zug you that I lov'd you. 


* VALENTINE. 

re "ut 1 can. accuſe; you of Uncertainty, for nottelling me 
rer yau did or not. 

ou ( „ ANGELICA. 


ſou miſtake Indifference for Uncertainty; I never had 
_ <= enough to ask my {elf the Queſtion. 
#5 SCAND AL 
for good Nature enough to anſwer him that did d wk 
: Il fay that for you, Madam. 
A N GELIC A. 
Flat, are you ſetting up tor. good Nature? 
SCAND AL. | 


ay for the 4 Atkectation of it, as che Women do for 


her, aure. 
| -ANGELIOA. ” Fr 
rſuade your Friend, that it is all Affectatiun. 
long SCAND AI. 
tell receive no Benefit from the Opinion: Jo! 
ow 


— 


RE CET IESSD — m — . — ; 


as Afar aid DoS. — — — -- — duh 


r 5 
— — 


1 


— wo 
— 


| 
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her own Affairs. 


know no eſſectual Difference between continued Af 9 
tion and Reality. 0 
| TATTLE. [coming #1 
Scandal, are you in private Diſcour 10 thing 
Secreſie? 22 85 
SCAND AL. 
Yes, but I dare truſt you; we were talking: of 47 


lica's Love to Valentine; you won't ſpeak of i it, 
TH TELE. 


No, no, not a Syllable——1 know that's a Secret, f. 
it's whiſper'd every where. 


SCAND AL. 
Ha, ha, ha. | 
ANGELIC A. | 

What is, Mr. Ta:tle ? I heard you fay ſomething 


whiſper'd every where, 
SCANDAL. 


Your Love of Valentine. 
ANGELICA. 

How! is. 
TATTLE. 


No, Madam, his Love for your Ladyſnip⸗ 
take me, I beg your Pardon—for I never heard a We 
of your Lady ſnip's Paſſion till this Inſtant. 

ANGELICA. 
My Paſſion! And who told you of W 


Sir? 
SCANDAL. WA : 
Why, is the Devil in you? Did not I tell it you ft 


Secret ? 
TAMPTTLE. 
Gadſo; but I thought ſhe might have been truſted wi 


SCAND AI. 
Is that your Diſcretion? truſt 'a Woman with © 


ſelf? 
= * © + «an 
Lou ſay true, I beg — Pardon;--Tl bring all of 
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| was impoſſible, Madam, for me to imagine, that a 
on of your Ladyſhip's Wit and Gallantry, could have 
long receiv'd the paſſionate Addreſſes of the accom- 
id Valentine, and yet remain inſenſible; therefore you 
il pardon me, if from a juſt weight of his Merit, with 
ur Ladyſhip's good Judgment, I form'd the Ballance 
{4 reciprocal Affection. _ | 
VALENTINE. 
0 the Devil, what damn'd Coſtive Poet has given thee 
tis Leſſon of Fuſtian to get by Rote? 
SLNUYYTEITCN” | 
dare ſwear you wrong him, it is his own — And 
V\Tattle only judges of the Succeſs of others, from the 
ks of his own Merit. For certainly Mr. Turtle was 
er deny'd any thing in his Life. * Ba 
| TATTL E. | 
0 Lord! yes indeed. Madam, ſeveral times. 
ANGELIC A. 
| [weag I don't think tis poſſible. 
| TATTL'E. 
Jes, I vowy and ſwear I have: Lord, Madam, I'm the 
unfortunate Man in the World, and the moſt cruelly 
(by the Ladies. | | 


J. 
* 


fe 


W 


Ax E14. 
hey, now you're ungrateful. 5 

eren | 
No, J hope not tis as much Ingratitude to own 
de Favours, as to conceal others. 

VALENTINE. 

now it's out. | 

ANGELIC AA. 
don't underſtand you now. I thought you had never 


t any thing, but what a Lady might modeſtly: grant, 


— ELND XL. FI 
® faith, your Buſineſs is done here; now you may go 


omewhere ele. 


TAT- 


25 I hope to be ſav d; I never had it in my Power tof 
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7 TATTLE. wi | 
" Brag! O Heay'ns! Why, did I name any body? 
ANGELICA. 
No; I ſuppoſe that is not in your Powers but ze 
wou'd it you cou'd, no doubt on'r, 
TAT, TL E. pit 
Not in my Power, Madam! What does your Lad 
ſhip mean, that I have ne Woman. $ Reputation | in n 
Power? TE. : 
SCANDAL. +736 ne 
Cons, why you won't own it, will you? [4k 
[EATS of & wp of OP 4 | 
Faith, Madam, you're in the right; no more I ha 


any thing to a Lady's Prejudice in my Lite —— For 
was telling you, Madam, I have been the moſt unſ 
ceſsful Creature living, in things of that Nature; and 
ver had the good Fortune to . once with 
dy's Secret, not once. 7 
ANGELIC A. 
No. 


| - VALENTINE. 
Not once, I dare anſwer for him. 
SCAND, AL, 

And I'll anſwer for him; for Imo ſure if he had, 
wou'd have told mo; 1 find, Madam, * cone kt 
Mr. Turtle. * 2er — 0 

| TATTLE.., i WMiCood. 

No indeed, Madam, you don't know me at al, 16 

For ſure my intimate Friends wou'd haye known leite 
ANGELICA. Ude h 

Then it ſeems you would have told, if you had Ncitati 

truſted. a x | 
T A i T L E. 21 11. 

* Pox, Scandal that was too far put — Never 

to For articulars, Madam. Perhaps I might have talk 

of a third Perſon or have intr d an Amou 

my own, in 1 by way of Novel: But . . 

have explain d Particulars. AN. 


[2m r, 
my ſe 


= 
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ANGELIC 4. 
But whence comes the Reputation of Mr. Tattle's Se- 
gelte, if he was never truſted ? 
SCANDAL. ; 
Why thence it ariſes — The thing is proverbially ſpo- 
ten; but may be apply'd te him As if we ſhould 
jr in general Terms, he only is ſecret who never was 
wſted; a Satyrical Proyerb upon our Sex —— There's a- 
ther upon yours As ſhe is Chaſte, who was never 
d the Queſtion. That's all. 
VALENTINE. 
Acouple of very civil Proverbs, truly: *Tis hard to tell 
dether the Lady or Mr. Taztle be the more oblig'd to 
u. For you found her Virtue upon the Backwardneſs 
i the Men; and his Secreſie upon the Miſtruſt of the 
omen. 


rr 
Cad, it's very true, Madam; I think we are oblig d to 


„ SS: © = 


ſhip is to ſpeak firſt 
ANGELIC A. 
im 1? Well, I freely confeſs I have reſiſted a great 
ul of Temptation, 
And i'gad in gh Ha" hat has 
gad, I have given ſome Temptation that 
deen reſiſted. . * 


Good, 


VALENTINE, 


| ANGELICA. 
leite Valentine here, to declare to the Court, how fruit- 
6 he has found his Endeavours, and to confeſs all his 
ucitations and my Denials. X 
VALENTINE. 
lam — to plead, Not Guilty, for you; and Guilty, 
my ſelf, 
SCANDAL, 
Why this is fair, here's Demonſtration with a 


Tos, . P TAT- 


quit our ſelves And for my part But your La- 
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Swe - | 
Well, my Witneſſes are not preſent — But ] confe 
I have had Favours from Perſons — But as the Faro 
are numberleſs, ſo the Perſons are nameleſs. 
SCAND AL. 
Pooh, this proves nothing. 
| TzMATT EL © 
No? Ican ſhew Letters, Lockets, Pictures, and Rin: 
and if there be Occaſion for Witneſſes, I can fumn; 
the Maids at the Chocolate-Houſes, all the Porters at Pal 
Mall and Covent-Garden, the Door-Keepers at the Pl; 
Houſe, the Drawers at Locket's, Pontack's, the Rumm 
Spring-Garden, my own Landlady and Valet de Chi 
bre; all who ſhall make Oath, that I receive more Letts 
than the Secretary's Office; and that I have more Viz 
Masks to enquire for me, than ever went to ſee t 
Hermaphrodite, or the naked Prince, And it is noto 
ous, that in a Country Church, once, an Enquiry bei 
made, who I was, it was anſwer'd, I was the fam 
Tattle, who had rum'd ſo many Women, 
VALENTINE. 
It was there, I ſuppoſe, you got the Nick-name of 
Great Turk, 
FATTE2 
True; I was call d Turk-Tattle all over the Pariſh 
The next Sunday all the old Women kept their Day 
ters at home, and the Parſon had not half his Congre 
tion. He wou'd have brought me into the Spit 
Court, but I was reveng'd vpon him, for he had a ha 
ſome Daughter whom I initiated ir to the Science. 
I repented it afterwards, for it was talk'd of in Toy 
And a Lady of Quality that ſhall be nameleſs, in a ra 
Fit of Jealoulic, came down in her Coach and fix Ho 
and expos'd her ſelt upon my Account; Gad I was 
for it with all my Heart — You know whom I! 
You know where we raff d 
| SCANDAL. 


Mum, Tattle, i wa 
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VALENTINE, 

death, are not you aſham'd ? 
ANGELIC A. 
O barbarous! I never heard fo inſolent a Piece of Vani- 
fie, Mr. Taitle -— III ſwear I could not have 
eiey d i. is this your Secreſie | 
r 

Gad ſo, the Heat of my Story carry'd me beyond my 
Diſcretion, as the Heat of the Lady's Paſſion hurry'd her 
kyond her Reputation — But I hope you don't know 
vom I mean; for there were a great many Ladies raffled 
fox ont, now could I bite off my Tongue. 

SCAND AI. 
No don't; for then you'll tell us no more—— Come, 
recommend a Song to you upon the Hint of my two 
Froyerbs, and I ſee one in the next Room that will fing 
| Goes to the Door. 


r 
ma for Heav'ns fake, if you do guels, ſay nothing; Gad, 
n very unfortunate. 
SCAND AL. 
Pray ſing the firſt Song in the laſt new Phy. 


ngre s O N . 
a bd Set by Mr. Fobn Eccles, 


"oO 
| I. 
Ha Np and « Swain to Apollo once tray d. 


De Swain had been "roy d, the Nymph been betray d: 
I [rent was to try if his Oracle knew + 


4 Nymph that was Chaſte, or a Swain that was true. 


„ II. Apollo 
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6 | II. 

Apollo was mute, and had like thave been pos d, | 
1 But ſagely at length he this Secret diſclos d: ba 
| He alone won't betray in whom none will confide ; 

| Aud the Nymph maꝝ be Chaſte that has never been try 
{ 


, I — Se 94 22 — = *_) — S — * — — _ 
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SCENE IV. 


[To them] Sir SAMesoON, Mrs. F RAIL, Miſs Paus, 
and Servant. 


Sir SAMPSON. 
0 S Ben come? Odſo, my Son Ben come? Odd, I'm glad o 
1 Where is he? I long to ſee him. Now, Mrs. Fra 
you ſhall ſee my Son Bez—— Body o'me, he's the Hoy 


& - - * 5 — 
— — . —— —— — 
Og is un ue A * — * — 


of my Family — I han't ſeen him theſe three Years 
Call him in, bid him make} 


I warrant he's grown 
| m ready to cry for Joy. 
| Mrs.FRAT YL. 
1 Now Miſs you ſhall ſee your Husband. 
ih Miſs P R U E. 
1 Piſh, he ſhall be none of my Husband. 
; 


[Aſide to f 
(. Mrs. F R AIT. 
[| Huſh: Well he ſhan't, leave that to me — III beck 
1 Mr. Tattle to us. | 
| ANGELIC A. 
Won't you ſtay and ſee your Brother? 
VALENTINE. 
We are the Twin-Stars, and cannot ſhine in one Sph 
when he riſes T muſt ſet — Beſides, if I ſhou'd ſti 
don't know but my Father in good Nature may 
me to the immediate ſigning the Deed of Conveyanq;; 
my Eſtate; and I'll defer it as long as I can 
you'll come to a Reſolution, 5 


£3 IA © g 


— —— 3 — 
— —— 2 vi— . —Ah—2 — 4 — * ee as 
pe 0 on — 
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| can't. Reſolution muſt come to me, or I ſhall never 


ure one. ä 
SCAND AL. 


Come, Valentine, I'll go with you; I've ſomething in 
ny Head to communicate to you; 


- * 
{ [4 —_ \ p } T4 + \ - 
4 — — Mm 1 4 == k . K F <4 \v — F I » 2 — 8 A” he EF Vw "> &- 
* - , * * * 1 


1 SCENE K+: 

INGELICA, Sir SAMPSON, TATTLE, Mrs.FRAIL, 
Miſs PR UE. 

jon Sir SAMPSON. 

Fra HAT, is my Son Valentine gone? What, is he 

Hor ſneak d off, and would not ſee his Brother? There's 


n unnatural Whelp! There's an ill-natur'd Dog! What, 
vere you here too, Madam, and could not keep him! 
(ou'd neither Love, nor Duty, nor natural Affection ob- 
ze him? Odsbud, Madam, have no more to ſay to 
Im; be is not worth your Conſideration. The R 

bs not a Drachm of generous Love about him: All In- 


— Eſtate; Body o me, he does not care a Doit for your 
ferſon, 


to f 


| 8 SS = 
'm pretty even with him, Sir Sampſon; for if ever 
ud have lik d any thing in him, it ſhou'd have been his 
late too: But ſince that's gone, the Bait's off, and the 
ured Hook appears. 


» Sph Sir SAMPSON. | 
d u Odebud, well ſpoken; and you area wiſer Woman than 
127 bought you were: For moſt young Women now 


cyan are to be tempted with a naked Hook. 
— ANGELICA. 
lf I marry, Sir Sampſon, I'm for a Eſtate with 


AN 3 


treſt, all Intereſt; he's an undone Scoundrel, and courts 


Man, and for any Man with a Eſtate; * 
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fore if I were oblig'd to make a Choice, I declare Id n. 
ther haye you than your Son. 
Sir SAMPSON. 1 
Faith and Troth you're a wiſe Woman, and I'm ld * 
to hear you ſay ſo; — afraid you were in Love with” 
the Reprobate; Odd, I was ſorry for you with all my 
Heart: Hang him, Mungrel; caſt him off; you ſhall e 
the Rogue ſhew himſelf, and make Love to ſome de- 
ſpording Cadua ot fourſcore for Suſtenance. Odd, I le 7 
to ſee a young Spendthrift fore d to cling to an old Wo- 
man for ſupport, like Ivy round a dead Oak: Faith Ido; T 
I love to ſee 'em hug and cotton together, like Do. 
upon a Thiſtle. 


2 2.577. . WF YRS 27 
LENA CE SIALMNS 


S GENE VL Di 

[To them] BEN. LEGEND and Servant. _— 

BEN, LA Me. 

W HE RE's Father? ou f 

SERVANT. | ask 
There, Sir; his Back's towards you. 

Sir SAMPSON. No, 


My Son Ben! Bleſs thee, my dear Boy; body om 
thou art heartily welcome. | 
B EN. 
Thank you, Father, and I'm glad to ſee you. 
Sir SAM PSON, 
Odsbud, and l'm glad to ſee thee: Kiſs me Boy, ki 
me again and again, = Ben. [Kiſſes hi 
B E N. 
So, ſo, enough, Father 
theſe Gentlewomen. 
Sir SAMPSON: 
And ſo thou ſhalt=—Mrs, Angelica, my Son Ben. 
| B Ed 


Meſs, I'd rather 
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B EN. 
Forſooth if you pleaſe ¶Salutes her.] Nay Miſtreſs, 
'm not for dropping Anchor here; about Ship i' faith 


ra- 


lad — [Kiſſes Miſs... 
ich r 
dir, you're welcome a-ſhoar. 
B E N. 
Thank you, thank you, Friend, 
SrSAMPSON. 


lee. 
B E N. 


er Dick, and Brother Val? 
Sir SAMPSON, 


uit you Word, when you were at Leghorne. 
B EN. | 


u iy—— Well, and how? I have a many Queſtions 
jak you; well, you ben't marry'd again, Father, be you? 
Sr SAMPSON. 


on oer thy fake. 
| B E N, 

Nay, what does that ſignifie an you marry 

Why then, I'll go to Sea again, ſo there's one for 
ther, an that be all Pray don't let me be your 
ut Way, As for my Part, may-hap I have no Mindto 
wry. 

FRAIL. | 

That wou'd be pity, ſuch a handſome young Gentle- 


BEN. 
; £ Hadſome! he, he, he, nay Forſooth, an you be for 


P4 joking, 


[Kiſes Frail.] Nay „and you too, my little Cock-Boat — -- 


Thou haſt been many a weary League, Ben, ſince I ſaw 


ly, ey, been! Been far enough, and that be all —— - 
fell Father, and how de all at home? How does Bro- 


Dick! body o'me, Dick has been dead theſe two Years; - 


Meſs, that's true: Marry I had forgot. Dick's dead, as 


No, I intend you ſhall marry, Ben; I would not mar- 


ndrance ; e en marry a God's Name an the Wind fit 


No, why ſo? 
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Joking, I'll joke with you, for I love my Jeſt, an th 
Ship were ſinking, as we ſayd at Sea. But I'll tell ye 
why I don't —. ſtand towards Matrimony. I loye tt 
roam about from Port to Port, and from Land to Land 
I could never abide to be Port. bound, as we call it: No 
a Man that is marry ' d, has as it were, d'ye ſee, his Feet 
the Bilboes, and may-hap mayn't get 'em out againwhe 
he wou'd. 

Sir SAMPSON. 

Ben's a Wagg. 

BEN. 

A Man that is marry'd, d'ye ſee, is no mere like anc 
ther Man, than a Gally-Slave is like one of us free $:j 
Jors, he is chain'd to an Oar all his Life; and may-h, 
forc'd to tug a leaky Veſſel into the Bargain, 

. Sir SAMPSON. 

A very Wag, Ben's a very Wag; only a little reugh, | 
wants a little A 

rs. F RAIL. | 

Not at all; I like his Humour mightily, it's plain 1 
Honeſt, I ſhou'd like ſuch a Humour in a Husband e 
treamly. 

B E N. 

Say'n you ſo Forſooth? Marry and I ſhou d like ſuch 
handfome Gentlewoman for a Bed-Fellow hugely; bo 
ſay you, Miſtreſs, wou'd you like going to Sea? M 
you're a tight Veſſel, and well rigg d, an you were 
as well mann d. 

Mrs. F RAIL. 

I ſhou'd not doubt that, if you were Maſter of me. 

B E N. 

But I'll tell you one thing, an you come to Sea in a big 
Wind, or that Lady You mayn't carry ſo mu 
Sail o your Head Top and top gallant, by 


Mrs. FRAIL 


BE 


Te B E N. 

108 why an you do, you may run the risk to be over-ſet; 
ear then you'll carry your Keels above Water, he, he, he, 
and ANGELICA. 

No | ſwear, Mr. Benjamin 1s the verrieft Wag in Nature; 
et , ablolute Sea-Wit. 

"he Sir S 4AM PSON. 


yt a little Poliſhing; You muſt not take any Thin 
ladam. 
BEN. 


in good Part: For if I give a Jeſt, II 
ind ſo Forſooth you may be as free with me. 
ANGELIC A. 


rethinks, Sir Sampſon, you ſhou'd leave him alone with 
ls Miſtreſs. Mr. Turtle, we muſt not hinder Lovers. 
TATIELE. 
Well Miſs, I have your Promiſe. [Aldi to Miſs. 
Sir SAMPSON. 
Body o'me, Madam, you ſay true: Look you, 
n; this is your Miſtreſs, — Come Miſs, you muſt 
be ſhame-fac'd, we'll leave you together, 
Miſs PRUE, 
— abide to be left alone, mayn't my Couſin ſtay 
th me ? | 


Sir SAMPSON. 
No, 20. Come, let's away. 


me. Ly BEN. 
Lok you, Father, may-hap the young Woman 
* uyn't take a _ to me, — OM 
ir SAMPSON. 


ature that, 


p E . SCENE 
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Nay, Ben has Parts, but as I told you before, oy 
No, I hope the Gentlewoman is not angry 3 I mean. 
t 


e a Jeſt: 


thank you, Sir, I am not at all offended But 


| warrant thee Boy; come, come, we'll be gone; I'll. 
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SCENE VI. 
Ben, and Mis P R u E. 


B E N. ; 
OME Miſtreſs, will you pleaſe to fit down? For Nel 
an you ſtand a ſtern a that'n, we ſhall never grapple WI t! 
together, — Come, I'll haule a Chair; there, an you 
pleaſe to fit, Il fit by you. | 
Miſs PRUE, 

You need not fit ſo near one, if you have any thing 

to ſay, I can hear you farther off, J an't deaf. 
B E N. 

Why that's true, as you ſay, nor I an't dumb; I can lire: 
be heard as far as another, I'll heave off, to pleaſe you, 
[Sits 1 off.] An we were a League aſunder, Id un- 
dertake to hold Diſcourſe with you, an 'twere not a main 
high Wind indeed, and full in my Teeth. Look you 
For ſooth, I am as it were bound for the Land of Matri- 
mony ; tis a Voyage, d'ye ſee, that was none of my ſeek 
ing | was commanded by Father, and if you like of it 
may-hap ! may ſteer into your Harbour. How fay you 
Miftreſs? The ſhort of the thing is, that if you like me 
and 1 like you, we may chance to {wing in a Hammock 


together. | 
Miſs PRUE. unde 
don't know what to ſay to you, nor I don't care t n 
ſpeak with yuu at all, tt 
| B E N, WD. l 0] 
No? I'm ſorry for that. But pray why art 
you ſo ſcornful? | | Wel 
Miſ P RUE. litle 


As long as one muſt not ſpeak one's Mind, one har: 
better not ſpeak at all, I think, and truly I won't tell 
Lie for the Matter, | 8 


toſpeak one ching, and to think juſt the contrary Way; 
«25 it were, ro look one Way, and to row another. 
Now, for my Part d'ye ſee, I'm for carrying Things a- 
love Board, l' n not for keeping any thing under Hat- 
ces. — ſo that if you ben't as willing as TI, fay fo a 
God's Name, there's no harm done: May-hap you may 
e ſhame-fac'd, ſome Maidens tho'f they love a Man 


'or rel enough yet they don't care to tell'n ſo to's Face: 


ple Wh! that's the Caſe, why Silence gives Conſent. 
ou Miſs P RUE. | 

But I'm ſure it is not fo, for I'll ſpeak ſooner than you 
hould believe that; and T'll ſpeak Truth, tho' one ſhould 
ways tell a Lie to a Man; and I don't care, let my Fa- 


el you plainly, I don't like you, nor love you at all, nor 

ever will, that's more: So, there's your Anſwer for 

du; and don't trouble me no more, you ugly Thing. 
BEN, 


yi, As for your Love or your Liking, I don't value 
tofa Rope's End ; ——— And mayhap I like you as 
ile as you do me: — What I faid was in Obedience to 
ther; Gad I fear a Whipping no more than you do. 
ut I tell you one thing, if you ſhou'd give ſuch Lan- 
we at Sea, you'd have a Cat o'Nine Tails laid croſs 
dur Shoulders. Fleſh! who are you? You heard t'other 
kndorme young Woman ſpeak civilly to me, of her 
ma Accord: Whatever you think of your ſelf, Gad I 


2 of ſmall-Beer to a Bowl of Punch. 

Miſs PR U E. 
Well, and there's a handſome Gentleman, and a fine 
etleman, and a ſweet Gentleman, that was here, that 
nes me, and I love him; and if he ſees you ſpeak to 
me 
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Nay, you ſay true in that it's but a Folly to lie: For 


ter do what he will, I'm too big to be whipt; fo III 


Look you, young Woman, you may learn to give 
bod Words however. I ſpoke you fair, d'ye ſee, and 


aut think you are any more to compare to her, than a 


— — — — —ʒ— — — 


i. 


— A 
. _ — 122 — - 
—— — ” * 
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let'n, 


3 CIT — — 


* 
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— 
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me any more, he'll thraſh your Jacket for you, he wil, 
you great Sea-Calf. 
BE N. ſhe 
What, do you mean that fair-Weather Spark that was 10 
here juſt now? Will he thraſh my Jacket? ——Let'n, © 
But an he comes near me, mayhap I may Wl ( 
giv'n a ſalt Fel for's Supper, for all that. What does F. WI Ch: 
ther mean, t, leave me alone, as ſoon as I come home, 
with ſuch a dirty Dowdy. — Sea-Calf? I an't Caf ! 
enough to lick your chalk'd Face, you Cheeſe-Curd you, ind 
— marry thee! Oons I'll marry a Lapland Witch inte 
a3 ſoon, and live upon ſelling contrary Winds, and wreck'd 


Veſſels. 
. MiG PRUE. 
I won't be call'd Names, nor I won't be abus d thus, 


fo I won't.——If [ were a Man [Oies.— \ 
you durſt not talk at this rate No you durſt not St 


you ſtinking Tar-Barrel. 


— % * 
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SCENE VIL 
[To them] Mrs, FORES1GAT and Mrs, FRAIL, 


I 

Mrs. FORESIGHT. | 

T HEY have quarrel'd, juſt as we cou'd wiſh. Son, 
T n Rar. 
Tar-Barrel? Let your. Sweet-Heart there call me fo, Kyi 
he'll take your Parr, your Tom Eſſence, and I II ſay ſoma ©t a 
thing to him; Gad III lace his Musk. Doublet for him wit! 
Ill make him ſtink; he ſhall ſmell more like a Weaſt Ha! 
that a Ciyet-Cat, afore I ha' done with en. uncl 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. Nail 

Bleſs me! what's the Matter, Miſs? What, does thee 
cry? Mr. Benjamin, what have you done Witte « 
her? ith 


BE 
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vil, BEN. 

Let her cry: The more ſhe cries, the leſs hel 
he has been gathering feul Weather in her Mouth, and 
dow it rains out at her Eyes. 

Mrs, FORESIGHT. 
Come, Miſs, come along with me, and tel] me, poor 


Child, 
Mrs. FR AIL. n 
Lord, what ſhall we do? there's my Brother Foreſight, 
nd Sir * coming. Siſter, do you take Miſs down 
nto the Parlour, and III Mr. Benjamin into my 


out —Come, Sir, will you venture your felt with 


BEN. 
Venture? Meſs, and that I will, tho' twere to Sea in 


Storm. 


Sir SAMPSON and FORESIGHT, 


Sir * AM SO — 

Left em her ; what, are t ne? Ben's a 

brisk Bo Ye has got her into — at her s own 
Son, faith, he'Il touzle her, and mouzle her: The Rogue's 
harp ſet, ooming from Sea; if he ſhould not ſtay for 
kying Grace, old Foreſight, but fall too without the Help 
of a Parſon, ha? Odd if he ſhou'd I cou'd not be angry 
with him; *twould be but like me, AChip of the old Block, 
Ha! thouft melancholick, old Prognoſtication; as me- 
ancholick as if thou hadſt ſpilt the Salt, or pair'd thy 
Nails on a Sunday: Come, cheer up, look about 
thee: Look up, old Star-Gazer.— Now is he poring upon 
ne be Ground for a crooked Pin, or an old Horſe- Nail, 

with the Head towards him, 4 

BE 3 | : FORE- 


Chamber, for they muſt not know that they are fall 
A 
: [ Looking kindly on him. 
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FORESIGHT, 
Sir Sampſon, we'll have the Wedding to Morrow Morn- 


: 
0 ing. 


Sir SAMPSON. 
i With all my Heart. | 
i FORESIGHT. 


At ten a Clock, punctually at ten. 

9 Sir SAMPSON, 

4 To a Minute, to a Second; thou ſhall ſet thy Watch, 

7 and the Bridegroom ſhall obſerve its Motions; they ſhal 
be marry'd to a Minute, go to Bed to a Minute; and 
when the Alarm firikes, they ſhall keep Time like 

. the Figures of St. Dunſtans Clock, and Conſummatum tf 
ſhall ring all over the Pariſh | 


2 e »,\ 
Do M, © s 5% IF; 2 2 yn 
SCENE X. 
[To them] SCANDAL. 


SCANDAL. 
8 Samt ', fad News. 


FORESIGHT. 
Bleſs us! ; 
Sir SAMPSON. 
Why, what's the Matter ? | 
SCANDAL. | 
Can't you gueſs at what ought to afflict you and him, 


and all of us, more than any thing elſe? 
| Sir SAMPSON. 


Body o'me, I don't know any Univerſal Grievance, but 
a new Tax, or the Loſs of the Canary Fleet. Unleſs Po- 


were at Achor at Blackwall. | 
SCAND AL. 


might haye prevented it, 


FORE 


pery ſhou'd be landed in the Weſt, or the French Fleet | 


No? Undoubtedly. Mr, Foreſight knew all this, and 
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FORESIGHT. 
'Tis no Earthquake 
SCANDAL. 
No, not yet; nor Whirlwind, But we don't know 
what it may come to 


ut it has had a Conſequence already that touches us 


l 
Sir SAMPSON, 


Why, body o' me, out with it. 


SCANDAL. 
Something has appear d to your Son Valentine 
les gone to Bed upon't, and very ill — He 


heaks little, yet he ſays he has a World to ſay. Asks 
br his Father and the wiſe Foreſight; talks of Ray» 
wid Lully, and. the Ghoſt of Lilly. He has Secrets to 
mpart, I ſuppoſe, to you two. I can get nothing 
wt of him but Sighs. He defires he may fee you 
the Morning, but would not be diſturb'd to Night, 
cauſe he has ſome Bufineſs to do in a Dream, 
Sr SAMPSON, 

Hoity toity, What have I to do with his Dreams, 
his Divination ——-—— Body o'me, this is a Trick 
v defer Signing the Conveyance. I warrant the De- 
il will tell him in a Dream, that he !muſt not part 
with his Eftate, Bur I'll bring him a Parſon to tell 
lim, that the Devil's a Liar — — Or if that 
won't do, PII bring a Lawyer that ſhall out-lie the De- 
il And fo I'll try whether my Black-Guard, or his, 
hall get the better of the Day. | 


22 


SCENE 
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SCANDAL, FORESIGHT: 


SCANDAL. 
Las, Mr. Foreſight, I'm afraid all is not right You 
are a Wiſe Man, and a Conſciencious Man; a Sear- 
cher into Obſcurity and Futurity ; and if you commit an 


Error, it is with a great deal of Conſideration, and Diſ. 


cretion, and Caution—— 
FORESIGHT. 
Ab, good Mr. Scandal —— 
SCANDAL. 

Nay, nay, tis manifeſt; I do not flatter you—But Sir 
Sampſon is haſty, very haſty ;—I'm afraid he is not ſcrupulou; 
enough, Mr. Foreſight —He has been wicked, and Heay'n 
grant he may mean well in his Afſair with you But 
my Mind gives me, theſe things cannot be wholly inſig- 
nificant, You are wiſe, and ſhou'd not be — 
methinks you ſhou'd not 

i FORESIGHT. 
Alas, Mr. Scandal, —— Humanum eſt errare; 
SCAND AL. 
You fay true, Man will err; meer Man will err — 
but you are ſomething more — There have been wiſe 
Men; but they were ſuch as yeu— Men who conſulted 
the Stars, and were Obſervers of Omens Solamun 
was wiſe, but how? by his judgment in Aſtro 
So ſays Pineda in his Third Book and Eighth Chapter — 
FORESIGHT. 
You are learn'd, Mr. Scandal. 
SCANDAL. | 
A Trifler — but a Lover of Art — And the Wiſe 


— — 


Men of the Eaſt ow'd their Inſtruction to a Star, which 
is rightly obſcry'd by Gregory the Great in Fayour of 4. 
| ſtrology 
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And Albertus Magnus makes it the moſt [valua- 
=_ Becauſe, ſays he, it teaches us to the 
Cufation of Cauſes; in the Cauſes of things. 
FORSIGHT. | 

I proteſt I honour you, Mr. Scandal II did not 
think you had been read in theſe Matters Few young 
Wen are inclin d 

| SCANDAL. 

I thank my Stars that have inclined me But I fear 
this Marriage and making over this Eſtate, this transfer. 
cog of a rightful Inheritance, will I up- 
on us. I propheſie it, and I wou'd not have the Fate of 
Caſſandra, not to be beliey'd. Valentine is diſturb'd, what 
an be the Cauſe of that? and Sir Sampſon is hurry'd on 
by an unuſual Violence — I fear he does not act wholly 
from himſelf; methinks he does not look as he uſed to do. 

FORESIGHT. | | 

He was always of an impetuous Nature — But as to 
tis Marriage I have conſulted the Stars; and all Appear- 
aces are prof] | * 


SCAND AL 
1 come, Mr. Foreſight, let not the Proſpect of 
vorldly Lucre carry you beyond your Judgment, nor a 
giinſt your Conſcience — You are not ſatisfy d, that 
jou act juſtly. - 


FORESIGHT. 


How! 


5 8 SCANDAL. 1 

ou are not ſatisfy d, I ſay —— I am loth to diſcourage 

you — But it is that you are not ſatisfy dc. 
FORESIGHT. 

How does it appear, Mr. Scandal? I think I am very 


well ſatisfy d. 
| SCANDAL. 

Either you ſuffer your ſelf to deceive your ſelf; or you 
not know your ſelf. . 
n FORESIGHT. 

Fray explain your ſelf. 
if  SCAN- 


.4 13 SW Qt i 
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| SCAIND AL. 
Do you ſleep well o' nights? 
| FORESIGHT. 


Very well. 
— SCAND AI. 
Are you certain? Vou do not look ſo. 
FORESIGHT. 
I am in Health, I think. 
SCANDAL: 
So was Valentins this Morning; and look d juſt ſo, 


FORESIGHT. 
How! Am I alter'd any way? I don't perceive it. 
SCANDAL, 


That may be, but your Beard is longer than it was two 


Hours ago. 
FORESIGHT. 
Indeed! bleſs me. 
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SCENE XII. 
DDD them] Mrs, FoxES1GHT., 


Mrs. FORESIGHT 
Hund. will you go to Bed? It's ten a Clock. Mr. 
Scandal, your Servant. 


SCANDAL. * 
Pox on her, ſhe has interrupted my Defign — but I un _ 
muſt work her into the Project Lou keep early Hours 


Madam. 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Mr. Foreſ:ght is punctual; we fit up after him. It ta 
FORESIGHT. 
_ Dear, pray lend me your Glaſs, your little LOG 
glaſs, 


SCAND AL, 


_ lend it him, Madam —— Pl] tell you the _ 
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the gives him the Glaſs: Scandal and ſhe whiſper.] My 
ſion for you is grown ſo violent — that I am no 
ger Maſter of my ſelf I was interrupted in the 
orning, when you had Charity enough to give me your 
tention, and I had Hopes of finding another Opportu- 
ity of explaining my ſelf to you——-but wa: diſappoin- 
fall this Day; and the Uneaſineſs that has attended me 
er fince, brings me now hither at this unſeaſonable 
Hour. 


Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

Was there ever ſuch Impudence, to make Love to me 
xfore my Husband's Face? III ſwear Ill tell him. 
SCAND AL. | 

Do, I'll die a Martyr, rather than diſclaim my Paſſion. 
ut come a little farther this way, and T'!] tell you what 
ect I had to get him out of the way; that I might 


h 
we an Opportunity of waiting upen you. Whilh . 
2 


u 
Foreſight looking in t 
FORESIGHT. 
Ido — ſee any err here 1 I look 
ith a ſerene and gn — a little pale 
the Roſes of dee Chek! have — ther d many 
ſears; —— ha! I do not like that ſudden Fluſhing — 
ne already hem, hem, hem! faintiſh. My Heart 
pretty good; yet it beats; and my Pulſes, ha! 
are none 1 on me hum —— Yes, here 
bey are — Gallop, 8 lop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, 
ty! Whither will they hurry me? - Now they're gone 
gin — And now I'm faint again; and pale again, and 
and my hem !-——breath, and hem! —— grows 
bort; hem! hem! he, he, hem! | 
SCAND AL. 
lt takes, purſue it in the Name of Love and Plea- 


Mrs. FORESIGHT, 
How do you do, Mr. Foreſight ? 


fr, 


t 1 
IIs, 


g 


on 


che FORE- 
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FORESIGH'T. 
| Hur, not ſo wel as I thought I was Lend me y | 


Hand, | 
| SCANDAL. x 

Look you there now Tour Lady ſays, your Slee 
has been unquiet of late. 


1 FORESIGHT. 
Very likely. a 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 


O mighty reftleſs, but I was afraid to tell him ſa, 
He has been ſubject to Talking and Starting, 


SCANDAL. ho 
And did not uſe to be ſo? | nf 
Mrs FORESIGHT. 7 
Never, never; till within theſe three Nights; 1 calf | 
not ſay, that he has once broken my Reſt, ſince we hai... 
been marry'd. 
FORESIGHT. Yes 
I will go to Bed. 
Do ſo, W n A 
14 I'S commas | 
looks better than he did. ya No 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. | 
Nurſe, Nurſe! Do 
FORESIGHT, res 


Do you think fo, Mr. Scandal? 
SCANDAL. 
Yes, yes, I hope this will be gone by Morning, t 


it in time.— 
FORESIGHT. 
I hope ſo. 


/ 
be M 


nd I 


% 
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SCENE XN 
[To them] Nuxs x. 


Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
| * your Maſter is not well; fut him to 


SCAND AI. | | 
| hope you will be able to ſee Valentine in the Morning, 
you had beſt take alittle Diacodion and Cowſlip- Water, 
ud lye upon your Back; may be you may dream. 

FORESIGHT. 
| thank you, Mr. Scandal; Iwill Nurſe, let me have 
Watch-Light, and lay the Crums of Comfort by me.— 
NURSE. 
Yes, Sir. 

FORESIGHT. 

And — hem, hem! I am very faint. 

SCAND ATI. 

No, no, you look much better. 
FORESIGHT. 
Do I? And d'ye hear bring me, let me ſee —— 
thin a Quarter of Twelve hem—he, hem !—juſt 
on the turning of the Tide, bring me the Urinal; 
And I hope, neither the Lord of my Aſcendant, nor 
be Moon will be combuſt; and then I may do well. 
SCANDAL. 


I hope fo— Leave that to me; I will ere& a Scheme; 
4. ope | ſhall find both Sol and Venus in the fuxth 
ouſe, 


a 


FORESIGHT. 
| thank you, Mr. Scandal, indeed that wou'd be agreat 
mfort to me. Hem, hem! good Night, 


SCENE 


: 
, 
” 
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Wenne 
SCENE XIV. 
SCANDAL, Mrs, FORESIGHT, % 


| SCANDAL. 
OON Night, good Mr. Foreſight ; === and I hoy 


Mar: and Venus will be in Conjunction;— whil 41 
your Wife anc I are together. | 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. Ye 
Wel and what uſe do you hope to make of this Pre 
jet? You don't think, that you are ever like to ſuccee wn 


in your Deſign upon me? | 
SCANDAL. 1 
Yes, Fa'th I do; I have a better Opinion both of ewe 
and my elf, than to deſpair. 
| Mrs. FORESIGHT | 
Did you ever hear ſuch a Toad — hark'ee Devil; the 
you think auy Woman honeſt ? 
SCANDAL, 3 
Yes, ſeveral, honeft; - ---- they'll cheat a little Me in 
Cards, ſometimes, but that's nothing. 
42 Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Pſhaw ! but virtuous, I mean? 
SCAND AT. bin t 
Yes, Faith, I believe ſome Women are virtuous tod tak. 
but *ris as I believe ſome Men are Valiant, thro' Fear if 
For why ſhou'd a Man court Danger, or a Woman ſh 


Pleaſure? 
Mrs. FOREIGHT. Kal 
O monſtrous) What are Conſcience and Honour? 
| SCANDAL. 
Why, Honour is a publick Enemy; and Conſcience 
Domeſtick Thief; and he that wor'd ſecure his Pleaſurſ . 
muſt pay a Tribute to one, and go halves with roche Filth 
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is for Honour, that you have ſecur d, for you have pur- 
cas d a perpetual Opportunity for Pleaſure, | 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
An Opportunity for Pleaſure? | 
fe” "Huckand 0 Opportunity f 
Ay, Hu , a Husband is an nity for 
% #445 you have taken care of Honour, and tis the 
aft I can do to take care of Conſcience. 
| Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
And ſo you think we are free for one another? 
SCAND AL. 
Yes Faith, I think ſo; I love to ipeak my Mind. 
Mrs. FORESIGHT 
Why then I'll ſpeak my Mind. Now as to this Af- 
ir between you and me. Here you make Love to me; 
by. I'll confeſs it does not diſpleaſe ine. Your Perſon 
b well enough, and your Underſtanding is not amiſs. 
SCAND AI. 
have no great Opinion of my ſelf; but I think, Im 
zither deform'd, nor a Fool. 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. - 
But you have a villainous Character; you are a Liber- 
ne in Speech, as well as Practice. 
SCANDAL. 
Come, I know what you wou'd ſay. you think 
| more dangerous to be ſeen in Converſation with me, 
kn to allow ſome other Men the laſt Favour: you 
liſtake ; the Liberty I rake in talking, is purely affected, 
Ir the Service of your Sex, He that firſt cries out Stop 
Ihief, is often he that has ſtol'n the Treaſure, I am a 
ler, that act by Confederacy ; and if you pleaſe, we'll 
ta Trick upon the World, 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Ay; but you are ſuch an umverſal Jugler. that I'm 
nce id you have a great many Confederates, 
SCANDAL, © 
Fath, I'm ſound, 


$181; 


Mrs, 
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Mrs. FORESIGHT. 


O, ſie— I'll {wear you're impudent. | ay 
SCANDAL, | prin 
I'll ſwear you're handſom. the ( 


| Mrs. FOR ESIGHT. 
Piſh, you'd tell me ſo, tho you did not think ſo, WW W 

SCANDAL. oy | 
And you'd think ſo, tho' 1 ſhould not tell you fo; Ar 


now I think we know oneanother pretty well. Bre 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. ler C 
O Lord, who's her e? 4 


. — NY ” 7 —, — W — . 
rr 


SCENE XV. 
[To them] Mrs, Fr AL and BEN, 


BEN. 
M hg I love to ſpeak my Mind — Father has t 
to do with = Nay, I can't ſay that 1. 
ther; he = ſomething to do with me. But what dc 
that lignifie ? If ſo be, that I ben't minded to be ſtee 
by _ tis as tho'f he ſhould ftrive againſt Wind 
Ti 


Hold 
Well; 
cuſe 


hay 


well; 
amber: 


Hold, 


[f it v 


Mrs.FRATTL. 
Ay, but my Dear, we muſt kcep it feces, tl till t 
Eſtate be ſettled; for you know, marryi 
Efinte, is like failing in a Ship without 
B E N. 
He, he, he; why that's true; juſt ſo for all the We 
Kt is indeed, 25 like as two Cable Ropes. 
Mrs. F RAI. 
And tho I have a good Portion; you know one we 
not yenture all in one Bottom, . 
Sc 


p 5 1, 
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B E N. 


ring a Leak. You have hit it indeed, Meſs you've nick d 
the Channel, 


Mrs. FR AI. bd 
Well, but if you ſhou'd forſake me after all, you'd break 
ny Heart. 


B E N. 

Break your Heart? I'd rather the Mary-Gold ſhou'd break 
ker Cable in a Storm, as well as I love her. Fleſh, you 
gat think I'm falſe-hearted, like a Land- man. A Sailor 
i be honeft, tho'f may-hap he has never a Penny of 
ony in his Pocket = May-hap I may not have ſo 
ir Face, as a Citizen or a Courtier; but for all that, 
e as good Blood in my Veins, and a Heart as ſound as 
bicket. pn 


Mrs.FRAI L. 

and will you love me always? 
3 ZX. 

Nay, an I love once, 11! ſtick like Pitch; II tel you 
u. Come, I'll ſing you a Song of a Sailer, 

Mrs. F RAIL. 
Hold, there's my Siſter, III call her to hear it. 

Mrs. FORESIGHT | 
Well; I won't go to Bed to my Husband to Night; 
= * to my own Chamber, and think of what 
ve ſaid. ä 


SCAND AL. 
Vell; you'll give me leave to wait upon you to your 
amber Door; and leave you my laſt Inſtructions? 
Mrs, FORESIGHT. 
fold, here's my Siſter coming towards us. 
Mrs. F RAIL, 
Hit won't interrupt you, P'll entertain you with. a 


BZ N 
de Song was made upon one of our Ships-Crew's 
I, g 2 Wife; 


Why that's true again; for mayhap one Bottom may 


338 Lovs for Lovs. 


Wife; our Boat-ſwain made the Song, may-hap you mzy 
know her, Sir. Before ſhe marry'd, the was call'd Buxom 


Joan of Deptford. | 
804 AL. | 
I have heard of her. [Ben. ſing; 


BALL AD. 


Set by Mr. John Eccles. 


I, 


Soldier, and a Sailor, 

A Tin ker, 4 a Tailor, 
Had once & doubtful Strife, Sir, 
Ts make a Maid a Wife, Sir, 

Whoſe Name was Buxom Joan. 
For now the lime was ended, 
When ſhe no more intended 
To lick her Lips at Men, Sir, 
And gnaw the Sheets in vain, Sir, 
And lye o Nights alone. 
II. 


The Soldier fwore like Thunder, 

He lov'd her more than Plunder; 
And ſhew'd her many à Scar, Sir, 
— roar brought from far, Sir, 

With fighting for her Sake. 

The Tailor thought to pleaſe her, 
With off ring her his Mea ſure. 

The Tinker too with Mettle, 

Said he could mend her Kettle, 


And flop up ev'ry Leak, 
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But while theſe three were prating, 
The Sailor ſlily waiting, 
Thought if it came about, Sir, 
That they 11 all fall out, Sir: 
He might play his Part. 
And juſt Sen as he meant, Sir, 
Jo Loggerhends they went, Sir, 
And then he let fly at her, 
A Shot twixt Wind and Water, 
That wen this fair Maid's Heart. 


B E N. 

If ſome of our Crew that came to ſee me, are not 
pne; you ſhall ſee, that we Sailors can dance ſometimes, 
well as other Folks. [Whiſiles.] I warrant that brings 

em, an they be within hearing. 

Enter Seamen. 

Ib here they be And Fiddles along with em; 
pme, my Lads, let's have a Round, and I'l] make one. 
Dance. 


B E V. 
We're merry Folks, we Sailors, we han't much to care 
r, Thus we live at Sea; eat Bisket, and drink Flip; 
It on a clean Shirt once a Quarter Come home, 
d lye with our Landladies once a Year, get rid of a 
tle _—_— and then put off with the next fair Wind. 
bw d'ye like us? RL s X | 

Mrs. FRATL; 
0 you are the happieſt, merrieſt Men alive. 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

dere beholden to Mr. Benjamin for this Entertain- 
It, . | 
flieye it's late. 


B FE N. 
Why, forſooth, an you think ſo, you had beſt go to 
For my Part, I mean to toſs a Can, and remem- 
my Sweet-Heart, a-fore I turn in; may-hap I may 
m of her, As Mrs. 
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Wife; our Boat-ſwain made the Song, may-hap you may 
know her, Sir. Before ſhe marry'd, the was call'd Buxom 
Joan of Dept ford. 4 rad 19 Y- 
SCAND AL. 5720 

I have heard of her, Ben. ſings 


Set by Mr. John Eccles. 


I. 


Soldier, and a Sailor, 
A Tin ker, And 4 Tailor, | 
Had once & doubtful Strife, Sir, 
To make a Maid a Wife, Sir, 
Whoſe Name was Buxom Joan, 
For nom the time was ended, 
When ſhe no more intended 
To lick her Lips as Men, Sir, 
And gnaw the Sheets in vain, Sir, 
And dye o Nights alone. 
6 
The Soldier ſwore like Thunder, 
He loud A than Plunder; 
And ſhrw'd her many à Scar, Sir, 
Thai be bat branghs from fe, Sis 
With fighting for her Sake. 
he Tailor thought to pleaſe her, 
ik With off ring her his Meaſuve. 
. The Tinker too with Mert 
Said he could mend her Kettle, 
And flop up ev'ry Leak, 
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in 
But while theſe three were pruting, 1 
The Sailor ſlily wanting, 
Thought if it came about, Sir, 
That they ſhould all fall out, Sir: 
He f his Part, 
And juſt Fen ns he meant, Sir, 


Jo Loggerhends they went, Sir, 
And then he let fly at her, 
A Shot twixt Wmd and Water, 
That wen this fair Maid's Hrurr 


B E N. 

If ſome of our Crew that came to ſee me, are not 
yone; you ſhall ſee, that we Sailors can dance ſometimes, 

well as other Folks. [Whiſiles.] I warrant that brings 
em, an they be within hearing. 

Euter Seamen. 

b here they be And Fiddles along with 'em; 
pme, my Lads, let's have a Round, and III make one. 
[ Dance, 


| B E N. 
We're merry Folks, we Sailors, we han't much to care 
r. Thus we live at Sea; eat Bisket, and drink Flip; 
it on a clean Shirt once a Quarter Come home, 
dlye with our Landladies once a Year, get rid of a 
tle _ and then put off with the next fair Wind. 


wy d'ye like us? $55 Ih 
Mrs. FR ATL. 
0 you are the happieſt, merrieſt Men alive. 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
We're beholden to Mr. Benjamin for this Entertain- 
It, TY 1 


B E N. 
Why, forſooth, an you think ſo, you had beſt go to 
For my Part, I mean to toſs a Can, and remem- 
my Sweet-Heart, a-fore I turn in; may-hap I may 
im of her, +7 Mrs, 
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: Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Mr. Scandal, you had beſt go to Bed and dream too. 
SCAND AL. 

Why Faith, I have a lively Imagination ; and can 
dream as much to the Purpoſe as another, if I ſer about 
it: But 2 is the poor Retreat of a lazy, hope- 
leſs, and imperfect Lover; *tis the laſt Glimpſe of Loye 
to worn-out Sinners, and the faint dawning of a Bliſs to 


wiſhing Girls, and growing Boys. 
There's nought but willing, waking Love that can 
Make Bleſt the Ripen'd Maid and finiſh'd Man. 


End of the Third AF. 
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ACT,IV. .SCEWE LF. 


VALENTINE'*s Lodging. 


SCANDAL and JEREM Y. 


SCAND AL, 


ISS N = ELL, is your Maſter ready; does he look 
FH: madly, and talk madly ? 


EREMY. 
1) Fes, Sir; you need make no great doubt - 
ot chat; be that was ſo near turning Poet 
ee Yeſterday Morning, can't be much to ſeek 
0 playing the Madman to Day. 


SCAND AL. 
Would he have Angelica acquainted with the Reaſon of 


us Deſign ? 
7ZEREMY. 


— Sir, not . has a Mind to try, whether 

plying 22 won't make her play the Fool, 
nd fall in —4— him; or at leaſt own, chat ſhe has 
byd him all this while, and conceałd it. 


8 AN DAI. WH 
I fave her take Coach juſt now with her Maid; and - Wii 
ank I heard her bid the Coachman drive hither, J 
7 ERE MI. 

Like enough, Sir; for I told her Maid this Morning, 

ly Maſter was run ſtark mad only for Love of her Mi. 
gels. I hear a Coach ſtop; if it ſhould be ſhe, Sir, I bes - 

je he would not ſee her, till be hears how ſhe takes 


Q 3 ; SCAN- 8 


34> T.ovsg for Lover. 
| SCANDATL. 
| Well, Ulitry her——tis the, here ſhe comes. 


8 4 
o Ce * » - 
AIC Va). 
— > lt - 


SCENE II. 


; M. 
[To them] ANGELICA with IE NN. Pa 


ANGELIC A. 
R. Scandal, I ſuppoſe you don't think it a Novelty 
to fee a Woman vifita Man at his own Lodgings 
in a Morning ? 
SCANDAL. 
Not upon a kind Occaſion, Madam. But when 2a Lad 
comes tyrannically to inſult a ruin'd Lover, and make 
manifeſt the crue] Triumphs of her Beauty; the Barbarit 
of it ſomething ſurpriſes me. 
4 The Retter from a ferious Face == 
I a ſerious Face —— pray te 
me what is the Matter ? ho 
FEREMY. 
No Matter, Madam; my Maſter's mad, that 
all: I ſuppoſe your Lady ſhip has thought him ſa a gre 


while. * 
| ANGELICA. 
How'd'ye mean, mad? RI. | 
FEREMY. | 


Why faith, Madam, he's mad for want of his Wii 
juſt as he was poor for want of Mony; his Head is et 
as light as his Pockets; and any Body that has a Miad to 
bad Bargain, can't do better than to beg him. for | 


Eſtate. % $, 
. * ANGELICA. 
I you ruth, your endeavouring at Wit is vel 
| : | SCA&4NDAL, 
| She's concern'd, and loves him. [4 


ANG! 
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| ANGELICA. 7 
Mr.Scangal, yon can't think me guilty of ſo much In- 
humanity, as not to be concern'd for a Man I muſt own- 


my {elf oblig d to pray tell me the Truth. 
SCAND AL. 


paſſion. 
ANGELIC A. [Aſide.] 


I know not what to thick —— Yet I ſhou'd be vext 


ty, have a Trick put upon me May I not ſee him? 
ings S CAN D AL. 


I'm afraid the Phyſician is not willing you ſhou'd ſee 


lim yet. Jeremy, go in and enquire. 


SCENE III. 


SCANDAL, ANGEL1CA, JENNY. 


"50s £ ANGELICA. 
A! I ſaw him wink and ſmile — I f. tis a Trick 


H 


bre I conjure you, as you are his Friend, and as your 

kr: Compaſſion upon one fear ful of Affliction, to tell 

Vu what | am to hope for — 2 — 

s cc * may tell me, for you know what I wou'd 
| SCANDAL. 


8, this is — plain — Be not too much concerned, 


Madam; hope his Condition is not deſperate: An Ac- 


Agrowledgement of Love from you, perhaps, may work. 
Cure; as the Fear of your Averſion occaſion'd his Di- 
temper, | | 


Q4 ANG 


= 
— — oO — 

— —_—_— 
= - * 


— — — — . ðC r 7 — — — — — —.m.ñʒ. 2 f —2—ß— ů — 


— — — -— — x _ — — — — 


Faith, Madam, I wiſh telling a Lie would mend the 
Matter. But this is no new of an unſucceſsful: 


II try —— I would diſguiſe to all the World a 
lang. which I muſt own to you — I fear my Hap- 
jneſs depends upon the Recovery of Valewine. There» 


——— 8 


— 


 ——, 


have miſtaken my Compaſſion, and think me pul 


- 
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ANGELIC A. [ Aſide. 
Say you ſo? nay then I'm convinc'd: And if I don't 


play Trick for Trick, may I never taſte the Pleaſure of 
Revenge —— Acknowledgement of Love! I find ye 


W 
2 


of a Weakneſs I am a Stranger too. But I have to 
much Sincerity to deceive you, and too much Charit 
to ſuffer him to be deluded with vain Hopes. Good N 
ture and Humanity oblige me to be concern'd for him 
but to love is neither in my Power nor Inclination; and 
if he can't be cur'd withont I ſuck the Poiſon from hj 
Wounds, I'm afraid he won't recover his Senſes til 
loſe mine, 
| SCANDAL. 
Hey, brave Woman, I faith— Won't you ſee him ther 


if he deſire it? 
ANGELIC A. 
What ſignifie a Madman's Deſires? Beſides, 'twou' 
make me uneaſie Tf I dor;'t fee him, perhaps m 
Concern for him may leſſen If I forget him, 
no more than he has done by himſelf; and now the Sud i: 
priſe is over, methinks I am not half ſo ſorry a 
was | | 


SCANDAL. | 

So, faith good Nature works apace; you were con 
{ing juſt now an Obligation to his Love. 

—__ 4NGELIGO A. 

But I have confider'd that Paſſions are unreaſonable af | 

involuntary; if he loves, he can't help it; and if I daf 8 

love, I can't help it; no more than he can help his bt 

ing a Man, or I my being a Woman; or no more tha 

I can help my want of Inclination to ſtay longer he 


Come, Jenny. 
22 
2 


SCEN 
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SCANDAL, JEREMY, 


SCAND AL. : 
UMMH!——An admirable Compoſition, Faith, this 
ſame Womankind. ES. 
FEREMY. 
What, is ſhe gone, Sir? 
SCAND AL. 
Gone! why ſhe was never here, nor any where elſe; 
tor I don't know her if I ſee her; nor you neither, 
FIAF. . 
Good lack ! What's the matter now? Are any more of 
s to be mad? Why, Sir, my Maſter longs to ſee her; 
nd is almoſt mad in good earneft, with the joytul News 


if her being here. 
SCAND AL. 


We are all under a Miſtake Ask no ions, 
r I can't reſolve you; but I'll inform your Maſter. In 
te mean time, if our Project ſuccced no better with his 
ther, than it does with his Miſtreſs, he may deſcend. 
tom his Exaltation of Madneſs into the Road of com- 
don don Senſe, and be content only to be made a Fool with 
is ber reaſonable People. I hear Sir Sampſon, You know. 
» tha ur Cue; Ill to your Maſter, | 


e 1 


52588 


EN Q's SCENE 
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po 
SCENE. v. 
JEREMY, Sir SAMPSON LEGEND, wish a to 


 LavrYztsr Ma 


Sr SAMPSON. 
VE ſee, My. Buckram, here's the Paper ſign'd with 
his own Hand. | 
BUCKR AM. 
Good, Sir. And the Conveyance is ready drawn in 
this Box, if he be ready to ſign and ſea]. 
| Sir SAMPSON. w 
Ready! Body o'me, he muſt be ready: His Sham-Sick- 
neſs ſhar't excuſe him — O, here's his Scoundre}. Sit- Qi 
rab, where's your Maſter? | 
 FEREPMY. 
Ah, Sir, he's quite 22 | 
Sir SAMPSON. 
Gone! What, he is not dead? 


233 7 ER ENT 
No, Fir, not dead. a | : 
SrSAMPSON. 


| What, is he gone out of Town, run away, ha! ha 
he trick'd me? ſpeak, Varkt, | 
Ne . " FEREMY:. 7 
No, no, Sir, he*s ſafe enough, Sir, an he were but ur 
ſound, poor Gentleman. He is indeed here, Sir, and not 
bere, Sir. - 
SrSAMPSON,. 
Hey day, Raſcal, do you banter me? Sirrah, d'ye ban 
ter me, — Speak Sirrah, where is he, for I will fin 
kim, 


er. 

Would you could, Sir; for he has loft himſelf, Indeed 
Sir, I have almoſt broke my Heart about him I can 
© refs 
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efrain Tears when I think of him, Sir: I'm as melan- 
| holy Fer Ban as 8 Pafſiog-Belt, Sir; or a Horſe in 2 


Pound. 


Sir SAMPSON. 
A Pox cenfound your Similitudes, Sir — Speak 
to be underſtood, and tell me in plain Terms what the 
Matter is with him, or I'll crack your Fool's Skull. 
7E RE MI. 
Ah, you've hit it, Sir; that's the Matter with him, 
ir; his Skull's crack d, poor Gentleman; he's ſtark mad, 


Ir, 


Sir SAMPSON, 


in WY Mad! 
BUCKRAM, 
What, is he Now Compos ? 
* 7 ERE Mr. 
*. Quite Non Compos, Sir. 
BUC KRAM. 


Why then all's obliterated. Sir Sampſon, if he be Non 
umdos mentis, his Act and Deed will be of no Effect, it 
not good in Law. , 

Sir S 4AMPSON. 
Oons, I won't believe it; let me ſee him, 8. 
ad! Tul make him find his Senſes, 


FERE Mr. 
| bu ur. Scapddl is with him, Sir; I'll knock at the Door. 
g [ Goes to the Scene, mhich open 
ut 28 
d not 


SCENE 
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Dre 
SCENE VI. 4 


Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, [EREMy, MI)" 
and LAW YER (Valentine ap A Couch diſorderly dreſid) 


| Sr SAMPSON. | 4 

H OW now, what's here to do? | tel 
5 VALENTIN E. 

Ha! Who's that ? [Starting, 

SCANDAL. ta 

For Heav'n's fake ſoftly, Sir, and gently; don't pro- 

voke him. \ 

VALENTINE. 

Anſwer me; Who is that? and that* $ 

Sir SAMPSON. — 

{ 


Gods bobs, does he not know me? ls he miſchievous? 
Pl ſpeak gently — Val, Val, do'ſt thou not know me, f b. 
Boy ? Not — 4 thy own Father, Val! T am thy ownF: 

— and this honefl Brief Buckram the Lawyer. 
| VALENTINE. 

It may be fo 1 did not know you—th 
World is full There are People that we do know 
and People that we do not know; and yet the Sun ſhines 
upon all alike There are Fathers that have man 
Children; and there are Children that have many Father 
"ris ſtrange! But I am Truth, and come to piy 
the Worid the Lie. 

Sir SAMPSON., 
Body o'me, I know not what to ſay to him, 
VALENTI wy E. 

4 Pere that Lawyer wear B Does b 
carry his Conſcience withoutſide 77 Lawyer, Wi 
art thou? Doſt thou know me? 

BUCKRAM. 


O Lord, what muſt I ſay es, Sir. 


ir $ 


( 


Yo! 
bere | 
gore. 


Is t] 
our 


What: 


V 
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VALENTINE. 
Thou lieſt, for I am Truth. Tis hard I cannot get 
1 Livelyhood amongſt you. | have been ſworn out of 
Weſtminſter- Hall the firſt. Day of every Term — 
let me ſee No matter how long But T1] teil 
„ {ov one Thing; it's a Queſtion that would puzzle an 
» Wl \cithmetician, if you ſhould ask him, whether the Bible 
) fyes more Souls in Meſtminſter-Abby, or damns more in 
iſtminſter- Hall: For my Part, I am Truth, and can't 
tell; I have very few Acquaintance. | 
Sr SAMPSON. 
Body o'me, he talks ſenſibly in his Madneſs mm 
. has he no Intervals? 5 
7 E RE Mr. 


* Very ſhort, Sir. 
BUCKRAM, 

Sir, I can do you no Service while he's in this Con- 

lition; Here's your Paper, Sir He may do me a 


an Miſchief if 1 ſtay — The Conveyance is ready, Sir: 
you If he recover his Senſes. 
n Fa | SOM 

N SY DER) 
h S GENE VMI. 


inen SAMPSON, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY! 


Sir SAMPSON. 
OLD, hold, doit you go yet. 
S CAN DAL. 
You'd better let him po, Sir; and ſend for him, if 
dere be Occaſion; for I fancy his Preſence proyokes him 
More. hes 
VALENTINE. 
I; the Lawyer gone? *Tis well, then we may drink 
out without going together by the Ears heigh ho! 
What a Clock ist? My Father here! Your Bleſſing, Sir? 
| | Sir 


7 
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a Sir SFMPSON. 
e 6.2" —bleſs thee, Vi. How tbl 


VALENTINE. "(Ry 
Thank you, Sir, pretty well I have been x 
little out of Order; won't you pleaſe to fit, Sir? 
Sir SAMPSON. 

$ Ay, Boy. Come, thou ſhalt fit down by me. 

F VALENTINE. | 

Sir, *tis my Duty to wait. 

Sir SAM PSON. 

Neo, no, come, come, fir thee down, honeft Val: How 
do'ft thou do? let me feel thy Pulſe — Oh, pretty wel 
now, Val. Body o'me, I was ſorry to ſee thee indiſpoſed: 
But I'm glad thou art better, honeſt Val, 

VALEN - I N E. 
. thank you, Sir. 
| SCAN D A L. 
Miracle! The Monſter graws loving. LA. 
| Sir SAMPSON. 

Let me feel thy Hand again, Val. It does not ae 
believe thou canſt write, Val: Ha, Boy? - thou canſt 
write thy Name, Val? Jeremy, ſtep and over- 
take Mr. Buc kram, bid him make haſte back with the 
Conyeyance——quick, — In whiſper to Jeremy, 


GE AL ISI LICENSING 
SCENE VIII. 


Sir SAMPSON, VALE NTINE, SCANDAL, 


| SCAND AI. 
HAT ever I ſhou d ſuſpect ſuch a Heathen of any 
Remor ſe [ 4/148, 
| Sir SAMPSON. 
hrs thou _— this Paper, Vai? I know thou'rt 
and wilt * form Articles. 


ben the Paper, bit holds it ons of bis reath 
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VALENTINE. 

Pray let me fee it, Sir. You hold it ſo far off, that I 
ant tell whether I know it or no. | 
Sir SAMPSON. c 

dee it, ? Ay, ay, why thou do'ſt fee it 
a2: u thy 2 D Vally. Why, let me fee, I can read 
25 plain as can be: Look you here [Reads.] The Condi- 
n of this Obligation Look you, as plain as can 
E ſo it begins And then at the Bottom 
vitne ſi my Hand, VALENTINE LEGEND, in 
reat Letters. Why, *tis as plain as the Noſe in one's 
ice: What, are my Eyes better than thine? I belicye I. 
n read it farther off jet let me ſee. 
| [Stretches his Arm as far as he can. 
VALENTINE. 
Will you pleaſe to let me hold ir, Sir? 
Sir SAMPSON 
Let thee hold it, ayſt thow Ay, with all my 
— What Matter is it who holds it? What 
ted any Body hold it? — I'll put it up in my Pocket, 
a. and then no body need hold it [Puts the Paper in his 


=&2 


if ter] There Val: it's ſafe enough, Boy ——— But 
or. n ſhalt have it as ſoon as thou haſt ſet thy Hand to a- 
he ther Paper, little Val. 

au. 


VALENTINE. 

HAT, is my bad Genius here again! Oh no, tie 
the Lawyer with an itching Palm; and hes come 

d be ſcratch'd—— My Nails are not long enough 

let me have a Pair of Red-hot Tongs quickly, quickly, 
0 18 me act St. Dunſtan, and lead the Devil 
| Ole. 


u rt 


BUCK- 
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O Lord, let me be gone; I'll not venture my ſelf with 
a Madman. 


Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, SCANLAL, JEREMY, 


| VALENTIHE. 

A, ha, ha; you need not run fe faſt, Honeſty wil 

not overtake you Ha ha, ha, the Rogue 
found me out to be in Forma Pauperis preſently. 

Sir SAMPSON. 
Oons! What a Vexation is here! | know not what to 
do, or ſay, nor which way to go. 
| VALENTINE. 

Who's that, that's out of his Way? -— I am Truth; 
and can ſet him right -— Harkee. Friend, the ſtrait Roa 
is the worſt Way you can go He that follows 
his Noſe always, wilt very often be led into a Stink. 
Probatum eft But what are you for? Religion or Pol. 
ticks? There's a Couple of Topicks for you, no more 
like one another than Oil and Vinegar; and yet tholWire 
two beaten. together by a State-Cook, make Sauce fc 
the whole Nation. | 

What the Devil had I to do, ever to beget Sons? WU 
did | ever marry ? | 
VALENTINE. Mann, 

Becauſe thou wert a+ Mor:ſter; old Boy: The twe 
greateſt Monſters in the World, are a Man and a Woman? 
What's thy Opinion? | 

8 Sir SAMPSON. | 

Why, my Opinion is, that thoſe two Monſter 
22 together, make yet a greater, that's a Man and! 
Wife. : | Os | 


i 


74 
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VALENTINE. 
A ha! Old True-penny, fay'ft thou fo? thou haſt nick d 
it But it's wonderful ſtrange, Jeremy. . 
FEREMY. 


What is, Sir? . | 
VALENTINE. | 

That gray Hairs ſhould cover a green Head ——and I 
make a Fool of my Father. What's here! Erra Pater: 
Or a bearded Sybil? If Prophecy comes Truth muſt give 
Place. 


v — n - . 0 
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SCENE XI. 


ir SAMPSON, SCANDAL, FORESIGHT, Mrs, FoRE- 
SIGHT, Mrs. FRAIL. | 


'' FORESIGHT. 
HAT fays he? What, did he prophefie? Ha, Sir 
Sampſon, bleſs us! How are we? | 
Sir SAMPSON. 

Are we? A Pox & your Prognoſtication — Why, we 
re Fools as we us'd te be——Oons, that you cou'd not 
breſee, that the Moon wou'd predominate, and my Son 
ie mad Where's your Oppoſitions, your Trines, 
nd your Quadrates hat did your Cardan and 
jour Prolome tell you? Your Meſſabalah and your Longe- 
anus, your Harmony of Chiromancy with Aſtrology, 
b pox on't, that I that know the World, and Men and 
Ilanners, that don't believe a Syllable-in the Sky and Stars, 
id Sun and Almanacks, and Traſh, ſhould be directed by 
Dreamer, an Omen-hunter, and defer Buſineſs in Expe- 
dation of a lucky Hour: When, Body o'me, there never 
ws 2 lucky Hour after the firſt Opportunity. 


te 


SCENE 
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WERE ee 2s $2 Bal, 
SCENE XI. | 
ro! 


SCANDAL, FerESIGHT, Mrs, FoRESIGHT, Milt: 
FRAIL. 


7 
- hs - 
. — 
- . of 4 


| $ 
FORESIGHT. 
A Sir Sampſem, Heav'n help your Head This 
none of your lucky Hour; Nemo omnibus horis ſap 
What, is he gone, and in Contempt of Science! Ill Stu 
and unconvertible Ignorance attend him. 
SCAND AL. 

You muſt excuſe his Paſſion, Mr. Foreſight ; for he |: 
been heartily vex'd — His Son is Non compoc mentis, 2 
thereby incapable of making any Conveyance in Lay 
ſo that all his Meaſures are diſappointed. 


| | FORESIGHT, 
Ha! fay you fo? y Ar 
Mrs. FR AIE. 
What, has my Sca-Loves loſt his Anchor of Hape thealf Di 
[Ade to Mrs, Foreſig 


Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
O Siſter, what will you do with him? 


W Mrs. FRALLI. 110 
Do with him! ſend him to Ses again in the gert f 
Weather He's us'd to an inconſtant Klement, 
won't be ſur pris d to ſee the Tide turn d. h 
FORESIGHT, d 


Wherein was I miſtaken, not to foreſee this. [Conf 
5 SCAND AI. 

Madam, you and I can tell him ſomething elle, tl 
he did not foreſee, and more particularly relating to 
own Fortune, [Aide to Mrs. Foreſig 

Mrs. FORESIGHT, 

What do you mean? 1 don't underſtand you. ak 
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SCAHND AL. 
Huſh, ſoftly the Pleaſures of laſt Night, my 
Near, too confiderable to be forgot ſa ſoon, 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Laſt Night! and what wou'd your Impudence infer 
rom laſt Night? laſt Night was like the Night before, 


think. 

SCAND AI. 
death, do you make no Difference between me and 
our Husband ? 


IJ). 


Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
he's ſuperſtitious; and you are mad, 


SCAND AL. 
You make me mad Fouare not ſerious — 
ny recollect your ſelf, 
ROS PE BRAY | : 
0 yes, now I remember, you were very impertinen 
d impudent,—and man dive come 4 Bod to me. 

| SCANDAL. | 
And did not? I. 


Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

Did not! With what Face can you ask the Queſtio 
SCAND AI. 

This I have heard of before, but never beliav d. I 
e been told, ſhe had that admirable Quality of forget- 
g to a Mans Face in the Morning, that ſhe had lain 
n him ab Night, and deny ing that ſhe had done Fa- 
urs with more Impudence, than ſhe cou'd grant em 
Madam, I'm your humble Scxyant, and honour you. 
You look EN well, Mr. Forefoght, — How did 

ght? | 


u reſt laſt Ni 
FORESIGHT, 
Truly Mr. Scandal, I was fo taken up with broken 
ems and diſtracted Viſions, that I remember little. 
SCANDAL. 

—"Twas a very forgetting Night,——But' would you 

talk with Valentine, perhaps you may underſtand 1 
* 'm 


Not much, 
my Opinion. 


* 


GA 


— 
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I'm apt to believe, there is ſomething myſterious in ki 
Diſcourſes, and ſometimes rather think him inſpir d tl 
mad, | 


ſha 


FORESIGHT. * 
You ſpeak with ſingular good Judgment, Mr. Scandalfiſfc 
truly, — I am inclining to your Turkiſh Opinion in th Pore 
Matter, and do reverence a Man whom the Vulgar thinWes, 
mad. Let us go to him. f ne 
| Mrs. FR AI L. t hi 
Siſter, do you ftay with them; I' find out my 
ver, and give him his Diſcharge, and come to you. Om 
Conſcience here he comes. - 


®7 


7 7 F k CY as / ; - — oo 4 . - 4 
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STENSE: AHI. 

. Mrs, FRAIIL, BEN, 

B E N. l | 

LL mad, I think Fleſh, I believe all the 


lentures of the Sea are come aſhore, for my Part, 
Mrs. FRAIL. 


Mr. Benjamin in Choler! : F 
B E N. 
No, Im pleas'd well enough, now I have found yo The 


Meſs, I have had ſuch a Hurricane upon ye 


Account yonder. — ſell 
| Mrs. FR AIL. 
My Account! pray what's the Matter? OIr 
| B E N, 


Why, Father came and found me ſquabling with ye 
chitry-fac'd Thing, as he would have me marry, * 
ſo he ask'd what was the Matter. — He ask'd in a ft 
ly fort of a Way — (It ſeems Brother Val. is gone m 
and ſo that put'n into a Paſſion; but what did I kno 
that, what's that to me ? So he ask d in a fu 
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i of manner, — and Gad I anſwer'd en as ſurlily, 
bat tho'f he be my Father, I an't bound Prentice to en: 
ſo faith I told'a in plain Terms, if I were minded 
marry I'd marry to pleaſe my ſelf, not him: And for 
r young Woman that he provided for me, I thought it 
ore fitting for her to learn her Sampler, and make Dirt- 


ne of her Man.—— 1 had another Voyage to make, 
t him take it as he will. 
Mrs. FRAIL, 
So then, you intend to go to Sea again? 
B E N. 

Nay, nay, my Mind run upon you, but I 
ud not tell him ſo much — So he ſaid he'd make 
Heart ake; and if fo be that he cou'd get a Woman 
his Mind, he'd marry himſelf. Gad, fays I, an you 
jy the Fool and marry at theſe Years, there's more 
ger of your Head's aking than my Heart. He was 
undy angry when I gav'n that Wipe. He had'nt a 
ord to fay, and fo Ileft'n, and the green Girl together; 
y-hap the Bee may bite, and he'll marry her himſelf, 
th all my Heart. 


Fo, 


Mrs. FRAIL. 
ind were you this undutiful and graceleſs Wretch to 
ur Father? ; 3 


B ZN. 

Then why was he graceleſs firſt.— If I am unduti- 
di 5 graceleſs, why did he beget me ſo? I did not get 
 lelf, ; 

Mrs. FRAIL. | 

0 Impiety ! How have I been miſtaken! What an In- 
man mercileſs Creature. have I ſet my Hearr upon? O 
n happy to have diſcover'd the Shelves and Quick- 
d that lurk, beneath that faithleſs ſmiling Face. 
ah 9% B E N. 
ne ma Hey toſs! What's the Matter now? Why you ben't an- 
{ * be you? a 
2a 1 


th ye 


Mrs. 


ies, than to look after a Husband; for my part I was 


— — — — <> — — — 
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* Ms. FRAIL, 
O fee me no more, — — for thou wert born 
mong Rocks, ſuckl'd by Whales, cradled in a Tempeſ 


and Whiſtled to by Winds; and thou art come forth wir 
Fins and Scales, and three Rows of Teeth, a moſt out 


gious Fiſh of Prey. 
| | 5B EN. 


O Lord, O Lord, ſhe's mad, poor young Wom: 
Love has turn'd her Senſes, her Brain is quite ovperſe 
Well-a-day, how ſhall do to ſet her to rights. 

Mrs. FR AIL. 

No, no, I am not mad, Monſter, I am wiſe enoug 
to find you out. Hadft thou the Impudence t 
aſpire at being a Husband with that ſtubborn and diſobe 
dient Temper ?——— You that know not how to ſul 
mit to a Father, preſume te have a ſufficient Stock « 
Duty to undergo a Wife? I ſhould have been fine]y tobb 
indeed, very finely fobb'd, 

| BEN. 
| Harkee Forſooth; if ſo be that you are in your pi 
Senſes, &ye ſee; for ought as I perceive I'm like tobt 
finely fobb'd, if I have got Anger here upon your Ac 
count, and you are tack'd about already Wb⸗ 
dye mean, after all your fair Speeches, and ſtroaking m 
Checks, and kiſſing and hugging, what wou'd you ſheet 
off ſo? Wou'd you, and leave me aground ? 
Mrs. FR A IL. . 
No, I'll leave you a- drift, and go which Way 50 


will. 
B EN. 
What, are you falſe-hearted then? | 
Mrs. F RAIL. A 
Only the Wind's chang d. h 
N. n 
More ſhame for you, — — the Wind's chang'd! * 


It's an ill Wind blows no Body ,— may-hap 
have a good Riddance on you, if theſe be your Tri 
— what did you mean all this while, to make a Fe 
of me ? Mr 


Mrs. FR AIL. 
Any Fool, but a Husband. 
B E N. 


ur Weight in Gold and Jewels, and tho'f I loy'd you 
rer ſo well. 5 


Mrs. FR AIL, 
Why, can'ſt thou love, Perprfſe? 
| = » Þ TT 
No matter what I can do; don't call Names 
don't love you fo well as to bear that, whatever 1 did, 
I'm glad you ſhew your ſelf, Miſtreſs : ——— 
them marry you, as don't know you: Gad I 
ow you too well, by ſad Experience; I believe he that 
urries you will go to Sea in a Hen-peck'd Frigat —— 
eie ve that, young Woman -— and mayhip may come 
jan Anchor at Cuckols-Point; fo there's a Daſh for you, 
je it as you will; may-hap you may holla after me 
den I won't come too. | 
Młrrs. FRA1L, 
Ha, ha, ha, no doubt ou't, — 
| tHe Love is gone to Sea 


Mys. FRAIL, Mrs. FoRESIGRT. 


Mrs. F RAIL. 

Siſter, had you eome a Minute ſooner, you would 
have ſen the Reſolution of a Lover. Honeſt 
and I are parted ;— and with the ſame ludif- 
ice that we -mat;——— my Life I am half 
id at the Inſenſibility ot a. Brute that I deſpis'd, 
Ms. FORESIGHT. 

bat then, he bore it moſt hetoically? 


_ Mrs, 
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Husband! Gad I wou'd not be your Husband, if you 
rou'd have me, now I know your Mind; tho'f you had 


360 Lovs for LO vx. 


Mrs. FR AI L. 
Moſt Tyrannically, for you ſee he has got the ſii 
of me; and I the poor forſaken Maid am left complain 
ing on the Shoar. But Vl! tell you a Hint that he hag 
given me; Sir Sampſan is enraged, and talks deſperately of 
committing Matrimony himſelf, ———— If he has 4 
Mind to throw himſelf away, he can't do it more effec 
tually than upon me, if we could bring it about. 
Mrs. FORESIGHT, | 
O hang him old Fox, he's too cunning, beſides he hated d 
both you and me, —— But I have a Project in my He 
for you, and I have gone a good Way towards it. I han! 
almoft made a Bargain with Feremy, Valentine's Man, tc 
fell his Maſter to vs. | 


Mrs. F RAIL. 
Sell him, how ? 0 thr 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. n: 
Valentine raves upon Angelica, and took me for bei lo 
and Feremy ſays will take any Body for her that he impoſe 
on him. --— Now I have promiſed him Mountains; if i 4 
one of his mad Fits he will bring you to him in he 
ſtead, nd get you marry'd together, and put to Bed iq P 
her; and after Conſummation, Girl, there's no reyc 
— And if he ſhou'd recover his Senſes, he'll be gu & 
at leaſt to make you a good Settlement Here the lere 


come, ſtand aſide a little, and tell me how you like th 
Deſign, | 


dS TAMNSE-@ZV. 
Ars, FoxEs1GnrT, Mrs. FRAIL, VALENTINE, SCA 


DAL, FORESIGHT, and JEREMY. 


| SCANDAL. 
ND have you given your Maſter a Hint of their Fi 
upon him ? 


EREMY. 


(1 
plain 
e has 
ly of 
has 2 
effec 


Angelica. | 
SCI ND ML 


It may make us Sport. 
FORESIGHT. 


Mercy on us! 


VALENTINE. - 

Huſht —— Interrupt me not PI] whiſper Pre- 
lition to thee, and thou ſhalt propheſie; 
Truth, and can teach thy Tongue a new Trick 
[ have told thee what's paſt, — Now I'll tell what's to 
come; Doſt thou know what will happen to 
Morrow ? Anſwer me not — for I will tell thee: 
To Morrow: Knaves will thrive thro? Craft, and Fools 
ro Fortune; and Honeſty will go as it did, Froſt-nipt 
na Summer Suit. Ask me Queſtions concerning to 
Morrow. mu - 

| SCANDAL. 
Ask him, Mr. Foreſsght. 
FORESIGHT T. 
Pray what will be done at Court ? 
Scandal will tell you;>—1I am Truth, I never come 
dere. Ys 


FORESIGHT. 

In the City? * 
VALENTINE. 

Oh, Prayers will be ſaid in empty Churches, at the u- 
al Hours, Yet you will ſee ſuch zealous Faces behind 
ounters, as if Religion were to be ſold in every Shop. 
Things will go methodically in the City, the Clocks 
| ſtrike twelve at Noon, and the horn'd Herd Buz in 
e Exchange at two. Husbands and Wives will drive 
tint Trades, and Care and Pleaſure ſeparately occupy 
Family. Coffee-Houſes will be full of Smoak and 
ntagem. And the cropt Prentice that ſweeps his Ma- 
t's =P in the —_ may ten to one dirty. his . 
ets before Night. But there are two things that you 
You, I, R will 
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yes, Sir; he ſays en favour it, and miſtake her for 


Lam 
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will ſee very ſtrange; which ut rugs Wives with their 
Legs at Liberty, and tame Cuckolds with Chains about 
their Necks. But hold, I muſt examine you before go 
further; you look ſuſpiciouſly. Are vou a-Husband? 
FORESIGHT. 
] am married, 
VALENTINE. 
Poor Creature | Is your Wife of Covent-Garden Pariſh? 
FORESIGHT. 
No; St. Martin's in the Fields. 
VALENTINE, 

Alas; poor Man! his Eyes are ſunk, and his Hand 
firivel'd; his Legs dwindled, and his Back bow'd: Pray 
pray, for a Metamorphoſis Change thy Shape 
and ſhake off Age; get thee Medea's Kettle, and be boil 
a- new; come forth with lab'ring Callous Hands, a Chin 
of Steel, and Atla's Shoulders. Let Taliacotius trin 
the Calves of twenty Chairmen, and make thee Pede 
to ſtand erect upon, and look Matrimony in the F 
Ha, ha, ha! That a Man ſhou'd have gs ore to a We 
ding Supper, when the Pidgeons ought er to be laid 
his Fer! ba, ha, ha. it | 

FORESIGHT. 

His Frenzy is very high now, Mr. Scandal. 

SCANDAL, | 
I believe it is a Spring Tide. 
"FORESIGHT. 

Very likely truly; you underſtand theſe Matters» 
Mr. Scandal, | ſhall be very glad to confer with you 
bout theſe Things which he has utter'd His 
ings are very Myſterious and Hieroglyphical. 


5 ALENTINE. : p 
Oh, why would Angelica be abient from my Eyes ſo loi 
| FEREMY. PA 


She's here, Sir. 
Mrs, FORESIGHT, 
Now, Siſter. 
- Mrs. F RAIL. 
O Lord, what muſt I ay? 
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heir 6 SCANDAL. 

out Humour him, Madam, by all Means. 

90 VALENTINE. WoW 
Where is ſhe? Oh I ſee her — ſhe comes, like 


Riches, Health and Liberty at once, to a deſpairing, ſtar- 

ving, and abandon'd Wretch. | 
„oh welcome, welcome. 
riſh} Mrs. F RAT T. 

How d'ye Sir? Can I ſerve you? 
VALENTINE. | 
Harkee; I have a Secret to tell 70 
luchmion and the Moon ſhall meet us upon Mount Lat- 
nos, and we'll be marry'd in the dead of Night. 
bat ſay not a Word, Hymen ſhall put his Torch into a 

boil ik Lanthorn, that it may be ſecret; and Juno ſhall give 
Chin der Peacock Poppy- Water, that he may fold his o — 
ug rail, and Argus's hundred Eyes be ſhut, ha? No body 

ſhall know, but Feremy. | 
> 08 Mrs. FR AIT. 
wei No, no, we'll keep it ſecret; it ſhall be done preſently. 
laid Y ALENTINE 
The ſooner the better Feremy, come hither 
cloſer that none may over-hear us; - 
rremy, I can tell you News; Angelica is turn d Nun; 
nd am turning Fryar, and yet wel marry one another 
n ſpite of the Pope Get me a Coul and Beads, that 
| may play my Part, For ſhe'll meet me two 
ours hence in black and white, and a long Veil to co- 
er the Project, and we won't ſee one anothers Faces, 
ll we have done ſomething to be aſham'd of; and 
den well bluſh once for all. 
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SCENE XVI. 
[To them] TATTLE and ANGELICA, 


| | ER EMI. 
c l. . ee, e. 


vc: VALENTINE. 
v = "UN hiſper, R 2 AN. 


rs 
you 


His 
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| ANGELICA. 
Nay, Mr. Tattle, if you make Love to me, you ſpoil 
my Deſign; for I intend to make you my Confident. 
| | TAFTLE. 
But, Madam, to throw away your Perſon, ſuch a Per- 
ſon! and ſuch a Fortune, on a Madman! 
ANGELICA. 
I never lov'd kim 'till he was mad; but don't tell any 


Body ſo. 
S CAN DAL. 

How's this! Tattle making Love to Angelica? 

| \TATTLE. 

Tell, Madam ! alas you don't know me L have 
much ado to tell your Ladyſhip, how long I have been no 
in Love with you — but encourag'd by the Impoſſibility 
of Valentines making any more Addreſſes to you, I have 


ventur d to declare the very inmoſt Paſſion of my Heart 

Oh, Madam, look upon us both. There you. ſee the 

Ruins of a poor decay d Creature Here, a compltl * 

lively Figure, with Youth and Health, and all his fu No 

Senſes in Perfection, Madam; and to all this, the moſſi tha 

paſſionate Lover — | fete 
ANGELIC A. 

O fie for Shame, hold your Tongue: A paſſionate Lol / 
ver, and five Senſes in Perfection! when you are as m 
as Valentine, Il believe you love me, and the maddeſſiſ Scat 
ſhall take me. Im 

| VALENTINE, hate 

It is enough. Ha! Who's here? 

G FRAIL. 
O Lord, her coming will ſpoil all, [To Jerem) 
7 RE MT. 
No, no, Madam, he won't know her; if he ſhou'd, M y 


can; perſdſade him. 
VALENTINE. I: 
Scandal, who are theſe? Foreigners? If they are, | 
tell you what I think——get away all the Company b 14 


Angelica, that I may diſcover my Delign to her. 11 thou 
| [Wn 
. 6 | SCA \ 
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SCAND AL. | 
I] will ——1T have diſcover'd ſomething of Tattle, that 
poil Nis of a piece with Mrs. Frail. He courts Angelica; if we 
. cou'd contrive to couple em together Hark ee ¶ Whiſper. 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. . 5 
Per- He won't know you, Couſin; he knows no body. 
KORESIGHT. 
But he knows more than any body, — Oh Neice, he 
knows things paſt and to come, and all the profound Se- 


crets of Time. 


«464 ELF 

Look you, Mr. Foreſight, it is not my way to make 
many Words of Matters, and ſo I ſhan't ſay much, — 
But in ſhort, d'ye ſee, I will hold you a hundred Pound 
now, that I know more Secrets than he. 

- FORESIGHT. 

How! I cannot read that Knowledge in your Face, 
Mr. Tattle — Pray, what do you know? 

+ TT LHTT Lb. | 

Why, d'ye think Il tell you, Sir! Read it in my Face? 
No, Sir, *tis written in my Heart; and fafer there, Sir, 
than Letters writ in juice of Lemon, for no Fire can 
ferch it out. I am no Blab, Sir. # c 

| VALENTINE, 

Acquaint Feremy with it, he may eaſily bring it about. 
—— They are welcome, and II tell em ſo my ſelf. I 
Scandal] What, do you look ſtrange upon me? —- Then 
| muſt be plain. [Coming up to them.] I am Truth, and 
tate an old Acquaintance with a new Face. 9. O 

[Scandal goes aſide with Jeremy 
TATTLE. 
ren Do you know me, Valentine? 
| VALENTINE. 
u'd, Lou? Who are you? No, I hope not. 
N TATTLE. 
I am Fack Tattle, your Friend. 
VALENTINE, 
My Friend! what to do? I am no married Man, and 
thou canſt not lye with my Wife: I am yery poor, and 
: R 3 thou 


of 
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thou canſt not borrow Mony of me: Then what Em. 
ployment have | fora Friend? | 


TATTLE. 
Hah! A good open Speaker, and not to be truſted with 
a Secret. 
ANGELICA, 
Do you know me, Valentine ? | 
| VALENTINE. 
Oh very well. 


Who am TI? 


ANGELIC A. = 


VALENTINE. 

You're a Woman, — One to whom Heay'n gare 
Beauty, when it grafted Roſes on a Briar. Yow are the 
Reflection of Heav n in a Pond, and he that leaps at you 
is ſunk. You are all white, a Sheet of lovely ſpotle 
Paper, when you firſt are born; but you 2 to be 
ſcrawd and blotted by every Goole's Quill. I know 
ou; for I lov'd a Woman, and loy'd her fo long, that! 
ound out a ſtrange thing: 1 found out what'a Woman 


ty I m=y 


was good for. No 
TATTL E. 
Ay, pr'ythee, what's that? 
VALENTINE. 
Why, to keep a Secret. ] 
= + xw'Y 2 out 
O Lord! 
VAL ENTINE. 


O excecding good good to keep a Secret: For tho! ſhe ſhould 
tell, er Ei res be beliy'd. 


TATTLE. 

Hah! goed again, faith. 
VALENTINE. T 
= would have Muſick — sing me the Song that Ill thee 

C 
* 
SONG N 
ne, 


0 w 


with 


I. 
Tell thee, Charmion, could I Time retrieve; 
And could. again begin to Love and Live, 
To you I ſhould my earlieſt Off ring give; 
I know, my Eyes would lead my Heart to you, 
And I ſhould all my Vows and Oaths renew; 
gere But to be plain, I never would be true. 
e the 54% ibs 
you For by our weak and weary Truth, I find, 
Love hates to center in a Point aſſign d; 
But runs with Foy the Circle of the Mind. 
Then never let us chain what ſhou'd be free; 


But for Relief of either Sex agree : 
— Kh to change, and ſo do we. 
No more; for Iam melancholly. [Walks muſing. 
FEREMY. | 
I dot, Sir. D Scandal. 


28 N ee 
Mr. Foreſight, we had beſt leave him, He may grow 
gien, ang do Miſchier 3 
FORESIGHT. 
I will be directed by you. 
FEREM Y ſto Mrs. Frad.] 
You'll meet, Madam; PIl take care every thing 


hall be ready. 
Mrs. FR AI I. 
Thou ſhalt do. what thou wilt; in ſhort, I will deny 
thee nothing. 
3 $ + © Þ © 
Madam, ſhall I wait upon you? [To Angelica, 
) NG  FENGELIC A. 


No, I'll ſtay with him Mr. Scandal will protect 
ne, Aunt, Mr, Tale deſires you would give him leave 
o wait on you, R 4 TAT. 


4 &. M / 
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TATTL E. | 
Pox on't, there's no coming off, now ſhe has faid that 


Madam, will you do me the Honour? h 

Mrs, FORESIGHT. 2 

Mr. Tattle might have us d leſs Ceremony. 
SCENE XVII. 

ANGELICA, VALENTINE, SCANDAL. cr 

SCANDAL. t 

Eremy, follow Tattle. I 

ANGELIC A. 1 


Mr. Scandal, I only ſtay *till my Maid comes, and be- 
cauſe I had a mind to be rid of Mr. Tattle. 

SCANDASEL .. U 

Madam, I am very glad that I over- heard a better Re- 

ſon, which you gave to Mr. Turtle; for his Impertinence 


forc'd you to acknowldge a Kindneſs for Valentine, which N 

u deny d to all his Sufferings and my Sollicitations. So If 

— him to make uſe of the Diſcovery; and your Lady- of 

ſhip to the free Confeſſion of your Inclinations. art 

ANGELIC 4. had 

Oh Heav'ns! You won't leave me alone with a Mac I kt 

man ? | 

SCAND AL. | B 

No, Madam; Ionly leave a Madman to his Remedy, Tra 

E LEN I PORTA 7 i * 8 e erfe 
Deere 

N 

SCENE XVIII. conſt 

ANGELICA, VALENTTNE. than 

VALENTINE. T 


1 M, you need not be very much afraid, for! telus 
fancy I begin to come to my ſelf. 
ANGELIC A. 
Ay, but if I don't fit you, I'll be hang'd. [Aſide 
VALEN 


5 


* * 
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| VALENTINE. | 
that You 2 what Diſguiſes Love makes us put on; Gods 
have been in eounterfeired Shapes for the ſame Reaſon; 
and the divine Part of me, my Mind, has worn this 
Maſque of Madneſs. and this motly Livery, only as the 
dave of Love, and menial Creature of your Beauty. 
* ANGELICA 
Mercy on me, how he talks! poor Valentine. 
VALENTINE. 

Nay Faith, now let us underſtand one another, Hypo- 
criſie part --— The Comedy draws toward an end, and 
kt us think of leaving acting and be our ſelves; and ſince 
you have loy'd me, you muſt own, I have at length de- 
ry d you ſhou'd confeſs it. 

* 4NGELIC A Sighs. 
' 1 would I had lov'd you for Heav'n knows I pity 
you; and could I have foreſeen the bad Effects, I wou'd 
R taye ſtriven; but that's too late. [Sighs, 
er VALENTINE. 
ich What ſad Effects? — What's too late? My ſeeming Mad- 
- Her bas deceiv'd my Father, and procur'd me time to think 
1 of Means to reconcile me to him, and preſerve the Right 
oy my Inheritance to his Eſtate; which otherwiſe, by 
Articles, I muſt this Morning have reſign'd: And this I 
had inform'd you of to Day, but you were gone, before 
| knew you had been here. | 
ANGELIC A. 

How! I thought your Love of me had caus'd this 
Tranſport in your Sou]; which, it ſeems, you only coun- 
Micrfeited; for mercenary Ends, and fordid Intereſt. 

VALENTINE. | 

Nay, now you do me Wrong; for if any Intereſt was 
onkider'd, it was yours; — thought I wanted more 
than Love, to make me worthy of you, 

ANGELIC A. 
or! Then you thought me mercenary — But how am I 
(cluded by this interval of Senſe, to reaſon with a Madman ? 
VALENTINE, 
die Oh, tis barbarous to miſunderſtand me longer. 
"EN R 5 _ SCENE 
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: | 7 | a 
| SCENE XIX. 
[To them] JerEMY, 


| ANGELICA. | 

H here's a reaſonable Creature fure he will not 

have the Impudence to perſevere Come, Feremy, 

acknowledge your Trick, and confeſs your Maſter's Mad- 
neſs counterfeit. 


FEREMY. 

Counterfeit, Madam! Fil maintain him to be as abſo- 
lutely and ſubſtantially mad, as any Frecholder in Bethle. 
bem; Nay, he's as mad as any Projector, Fanatick, Chy- 
miſt, Lover, or Poet in Europe. 

VALENTINE. 

Sirrah, you lie; I am not mad. 

| ANGELICA. 
Ha, ha, ha! you ſee he denies it. 
FEREMYT. 
O Lord, Madam, did you ever know any Madman 
mad enough to own it? 
VALENTINE, 
Sot, can't you apprehend? 
ANGELICA. 
Why he talk'd very ſenſibly juſt now. 


1 | FEREMY. 

1 Ves, Madam; he has Intervals: But you ſee he begin 
to look wild again now. 

i VALENTINE, v 
ni Why you thick-skulPd Raſcal, I tell you the Farce is 

| done, and I'll be mad no longer. [ Bears bim. 


ANGELICA. 
Ha, ha, ha! is he mad or no, Ferem 
FEREMY. 

Partly, I think—for he does not know his own Mind 
two Hours — I'm ſure I left him juſt now in the Hu 
mour to be mad: And I think I have not found him ver 
quiet at this Preſent, Who's there ? [ze knock 
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VALENTINE, 
| Go ſee, you Sot. I'm very glad that I can move your 
Mirth, tho* not your Compaſſion. | | 
ANGELIC A. 

I did not think you had Apprehenſion enough to be 
exceptious: But Madmen ſhew themſelves moſt, by o- 
yer-pretending to a {ound Underſtanding; as drunken 

not W Men do by over-aQting Sobriety; I was half inclining to 

my, believe you, till I accidently touch'd-upon your tender Part: 

ad- But now you have reftor'd me to my former Opinion and 
Compaſſion. 

FEREMY. 

po- Sir, your Father has ſent to know if you are any bet- 

lee ter yet —— Will you pleaſe to be mad, Sir, or how? 

hy- VALENTINE. 

Stupidity! You know the Penalty of all 'm worth 
muſt pay for the Confeſſion of my Senſes; 1'm mad, and 
will be mad to every Body but this Lady. 

ET FEREM Y. 

So -— Juſt the very backſide of Truth, — But lying 
s a Figure in Speech, that interlards the greateſt part of” 

man my Converſation Madam, your Ladyſhip's Woman, 


B 
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SCENE XX. 
VALENTINE, ANGELICA, JENNY, 
ANGELICA. 
W/ ELL, have you been there: Come hither. 
| ZFENNY. 
Yes, Madam, Sir Sampjos will wait upon you preſently, 
Aide to Angelica. 
VALENTINE. 
You are not leaving me in this Uncertainty ? 
ANGELICA. | 
Wou'd any thing, but a Madman, complain of Uncer- 
hinty ? Uncertainty and Expectation are the Joys of Life. 
&curity is an inſipid thing, and the overtaking and poſ- 
ling of a Wiſh, diſcovers the Folly of the Chaſe, Ne- 
ver 
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ver let us know one another better; for the Pleaſure of a 
Maſquerade is done, when we come to ſhew our Faces; 
but I'll tell you two things before I leave you; I am not 
the Fool you take me for; and you are mad, and don't 
know it. 


wh (C3 £ "_ ' 'f, 2 5 | 
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SCENE XXI. 


VALENTINE, JEREMY. 


VALENTINE. 
ROM a Riddle, you can expect nothing but a Riddle, 
There's my Inſtruction, and the Moral of my Leſſon, WW = 
FEREMY. A 
What, is the Lady gone again, Sir? I hope you under- 
Kood one another before ſhe went? FRY I 
VALENTINE. 


Underſtood! She is harder to be underſtood than : 
Piece of Zgyp:ian Antiquity, or an Iriſþ Manuſcript; you 
may pore till you ſpoil your Eyes, and not improve your 
Knowledge. hi 

FEREMY. | - 

I have heard em fay, Sir, they read hard Hebrew Books 

backwards; may be you begin to read at the wrong end. 
„„ .... 

They fay ſo of a Witch's Prayer, and Dreams and 
Dutch Almanacks are to be underſtood by Contraries. fen 
But there's Regularity and Method in that; ſhe is a Medal 
+ without a Reverſe or Inſcriptien, for Indifference has 
both ſides alike, Yet while ſhe does not ſeem to hate 
me, I will purſue her, and know her if it be poſſible, in 
ſpight of the Opinion of my Satirical Friend, Scands, 
who ſays, = | | 


That Women are like Tricks by Slight of Hand, 
Which, to _ we ſhould not underſtand. 


End of the Fourth A, + viy 
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ACT Y 1 


A Room in FORESIGHT*s Houſe. || 


— Tt — 


ANGELICA, and JENNY, 


ANGELIC A. 


„IRE is Sir Sampſon? Did you not tell m | 
he 7 8 2 9 he would be . os | » | 
FE FENNY. | 
Ix A He's at the great Glaſs in the Dining- 4 
Room, Madam, ſetting his Cravat and | 
2 | Wig. 6 
| ANGELICA. 
How! I'm glad on't -— If he has a Mind I ſhould like 
him, it's a ſign he likes me; and that's more than half 


my Deſign. 


FENNY, 
end. 1 hear him, Madam. 

FFNGELIC 4 | 
Leave me; and d'ye hear, if Valentize ſhou'd come, or 


ſend, I am not to be ſpoken with, 


eee eee 


SCENE V 


ANGELICA, Sir SAMPSON, 


SrSAMPSON. FED 
Have not been honour'd with the Commands of a fair 
Lady. a great while odd, Madam, you have re 
viy'd me Not ſince I was five and thirty. 
ANG 2. 
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ANGELICA. 
Why, He have no great Reaſon to complain, Sir Sam- 


ſon, that is not lo 0 
SAMPSON, 


* Zooks, but it is, Madam, a very great while; to 
Man that admires a fine Woman, as much as I do. 
2. -- JA .VOSLICH. 
You're an abſolute Courtier, Sir Sampſon. 
| Sir S AMP SON. 

Not at all, Madam: Ods- bud you wrong me; I am 
not ſo old neither, tobe a bare Courtier, 6. a Man of 
Words: Odd, I have warm Blood about me yet, and can 
ſerve a Lady any way Come, come, let me tell you, 
you Women think a Man old too ſoon, faith and treth 
you do-— Come, don't deſpiſe fifty; odd, fifty in a hale 
Conſtitution, is no ſuch 8 a | 

ANGELICA, 
Fifty a contemptible Age! Not at all: a very fsſhion- 
able Agel thick—I zſſure you, I know very conſiderable 
Beaus, that ſer a good Face upon fifty. Fifty! J have ſeen 
fifty in a Side- Box by Candle - Light, out-bloſſom five and 
twenty. 
Sir SAMPSON. 

Outſides, Outſides; a pize take em, meer Outſides: 
Hang your Side- Box Beaus; no, I'm none of thoſe, none 
of your forc'd Trees, that pretend to bloſſom in the Fall; 
and Bud when they ſhould bring forth Fruit: I aw of a 
long liv'd Race, and inherit Vigour, none of my Ance- 
ſtors marry'd *till fifty; yet they begot Sons and Daughs 
ters *till fourſcore: I am of your Patriarchs, I, a Branch 
of one of your Au tidelut ian Families, Fellows, that rhe 
Flood could not waſb away. Well, Madam, what are 
your Commands? Has any young Rogue affronted you, 
and ſnail I cut his Throat? or 


ANGELICA. 

No, Sir Sampſon, I have no Quarrel upon my Hands 

l have more Occaſion for, your Conduct than your 

Courage at this time, To tell you the Truth, I'm wet 
U 


Su 


ry of living ſingle, and want a Husband. 
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| Sir SAMPSON. | 

Odsbud, and tis pity you ſhould — Odd, wou'd ſhe 
wou'd like me, then I ſhou d hamper my young Rogues: 
Odd, wou'd ſhe wou'd; faith and troth ſhe's devyiliſh 
handſome. [ Aſide.] Madam, you deſerve a good Husband. 
and twere pity you ſhou'd be threwn away noon any of 
theſe young idle Rogues about the Town, , there's 
ne er a young Fellow worth hanging, that is a ve- 
ry young Fellow=———Pize on em, they never think 
beforehand of any thing ; = And if they commit 
Matrimony, tis as they commit Murder; out of a Fro- 
lick: And are ready to hang themſelves, or to be hang'd 
by 2 Law, the next Morning: ——Odlo, have a care, 

Madam, . 


ANGELICA. 

Therefore I ask your Advice, Sir Sampſen: I have For- 
tune enough to make any Man eaſie that I can like; If 
there were ſuch a thing as a young agreeable Man, with 
; reaſonable Stock of good Nature and Senſe For I 
would neither have an abſolute Wit, nor a Fool. 

Sir SAMPSON, 

Odd, you are hard to pleaſe, Madam; to find a youn 
Fellow that is neither a Wit in his own Eye, nor a Foo 
in the Eye of the World, is a very hard Task. But, 


faith and troth, you ſpeak very diſcreetly ; for I hate both 


a Wit and a Fool. 
ANGELICA. 


She that marries a Fool, Sir Sam/on, forfeits the Re- 


putation of her Honeſty or Uaderſtanding: And ſhe that 
witty Man is a Slave tho Severity and 
inſolent uct of her Husband. I ſhould like a Man 
of Wit for a Lover, becauſe I would have ſuch an one 
in my Power: but I would no more be his Wife, than 
his Enemy. For his Malice is not a more terrible Con- 
lequence of his Averſiou, than his ]caloufic is of his Love. 
Sir SAMPSON, | | 

None of old Foro gs Sybil; ever utter d ſuch a Truth. 
Od bud, you have won my Heart: I hate a Wit; I had 
Son that was ſpoild among em; a good hopeſul Lad, 
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'rill he learn d to be a Wit And might have ri- 
ſen in the State —But, a pox on't, his Wit run 
him out of his Mony, and now his Poverty has run 
him out of his Wits. 85 
| ANGELICA. | | 
Sir Samp/on, as your Friend, I muſt tell you, you are 
yery much abus'd in that Matter; he's no more mad than 


you are. | 
Sir SAMPSON. 
How, Madam! Wou'd I cou'd prove it. i 
ANGELIC A. | 
I cart tell you how that may be done But it 
is a thing that weu'd make me appear to be too much 
concern'd in your Affairs. " 
Sir SAMPSON. mM 


Odsbud, I believe ſhe likes me — [ Aſide.— Ah, 
Madam, all my Affairs are ſcarce worthy to be laid at 
your Feet; and I wiſh, Madam, they were in a better II 
Poſture, that I might make a more becoming Offer to Il pr 
a Lady of your incomparable Beauty and Merit. —-- If I Wl dy 
had Peru in one Hand, and Mexico in t'other, and the If 
Eaſtern Empire under my Feet; it would make me only fin 
a more glorious Victim to be offer'd at the Shrine of 
your Beauty. 

ANGELIC A, 
Bleſs me, Sir Sampſon, what's the Matter? 
Sir SAMPSON. | 
Odd, Madam, I love you —- And if you wou'd take 
my Advice in a Husband= 
| ANGELIC A, 

Hold, hold, Sir Sampſon. I ask'd your Advice for a 
Husband, and you are giving me your Conſent I 
was indeed thinking to propoſe ſomething like it in Jeſt, 
to ſatisfie you about Valente: For if a Match were ſeem - v 
ingly carried on, between you and me, it would oblige Eleng 
him to throw off his Diiguiſe of Madneſs, in Apprehen- I ang 
ſion of loſing me: For you know he has long pretended I 092, 
a Paſſion for me. | 


Sir very 
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Sir SAMPSON. 
Gadzooks, a moſt ingenious Contrivance— If we 
were to po through with it. But why muſt the Match 
only be ſeemingly carried on? — dd, let it be 2 


real Contract. 2 
ANGELICA. 
O fie, Sir Sampſon, what would the World fay ? 
Sir SAMPSON. 

Say! they would ſay, you were a wiſe Woman, and I 
2 happy Man. Odd, Madam, IIl love you as long as I 
live; and leave you a good Jointure when I die. 

ANGELICA, -: 

Ay; but that is not in your Power, Sir Sampſon ; for 
when Valentine confeſſes himſelf- in his Senſes, he muſt 
make over his Inheritance to his younger Brother. 

| Sir SAMPSON. 1 

Odd, you're cunning, a wary Baggage! Faith and Trot 
| lke * the — Ages I warrant you, I have a 
Proviſo in the Obligation in favour of my ſelf Bo- 
dy o'me, I have a Trick to turn the Settlement upon the 
Iſſue Male of our two Bodies begotten, Odsbud, let us 
find Children, and I'll find an Eſtate! , 1 „ he 

% M GLI a | 

Will you? Well, do you find the Eſtate, and leave the o- 

ther to me | T 


Sir SAMPSON. 

O Rogue] But I'll truſt you. And will you conſent? 

Is it a Match then? / 
ANGELIC. 

Let me conſult my Lawyer concerning this Obligati- 
on; and if I find what you propoſe practicable ; I'll give 
you my Anſwer. * 

Sir SAMPSON, | 

With all my Heart; Come in with me, and Il 
lend you the Bond — You ſhall conſult your Lawyer, 
and I'll conſult a Parſon: Odzooks I'm a young Man: 
Odzooks I'm a young Man, and I'll make it appear 
Odd, you're deviliſh — Faith and Troth, you're 
very handſome, and I'm very youug, and very luſty -— 

Odsbud, 
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Odsbud, Huſſy, you know. how to chuſe, and ſo do I;. 
Odd, I think we are very well met Give me your Hand, 
odd, let me kiſs it; tis as warm and as ſoft — as what? 4 
d, as t'other Hand — ive me tother Hand, 1 
and Ill mumble em, and kiſs em till they melt in my th 
Mouth. 0 
ANGELIC A. 10 
Hold, Sir Sampſon — You're profuſe of your ven e 
before your time: You'll ſpend your Eſtate before you 
come dto it. 
Sir S AM PSO N. 
No, no, 8 give you a Rent-Roll of my Poſſeſſions 
ä Ah! Ba — warrant you for little Sam. 
fon: Odd, 5 2 2a very good Name for an able Fel- ſof 
low: Your — were * from the Begin- 


nin 

1 ANGEL 104. | 

Have a care, and don't over- act Part If you 
remember, Samp/on, the ſtron che Name, pall'd u 
old Houſe over his Head at laſt. 


Sir $. A M Fs ON; ; 
Say you fo, Hufſy?——Come,. let's go then; 94d, [ 
long te be pulling too, come OI 
ome oP att 


SCENE II. 
TATTLE, JEREMY. 


| TATTLE. 
FF not that ſhe, gone out juſt now? 
FEREMY. 
Ay, Sir, ſhe's juſt going to the Place of Appointment. 
Ah, Sir, if you are not very faithful and cloſe in this Bu 
ſineſs, you'll certainly be the Death of a Perſon that has: 
molt extraordinary Paſſion for your Henour's Service. 


x ATT E. 
Ay, who's that? 
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FEREMYT. gl” 
Even my unworthy ſelf, Sir Sir, I have had an 
nat? WY Appetite to be fed with your Commands a great while; 
and, And now, Sir, my former Maſter, having much troubled. 
the Fountain of his Underſtanding ; it is a 'very plauſible 
Occaſion for me to quench my Thirſt at the Spring of 
your Bounty — I thought I could not recommend my 
{elf better to you, Sir, than by the Delivery of a great 
. Beauty and Fortune into your Arms, whem 1 have 

heard you figh-for. © 
TATTLE. | 
I' make thy Fortune; ſay no more--- Thou art a pretty 
Fellow, and canſt carry a Meſſage to a Lady, in a pretty 
loft kind of Phraſe, and with a good perſuading Accent; 
EREM T. 

Sir, I have the A of Rhetorick and Oratory in my | 
Head —— I have been at Cambridge. 
TATTL E. 

Ay; tis well enough for a Servant tobe bred at an Uni- 
ſerſity: But the Education is a little too pedantick for a 
Gentleman, I hope you are ſecret in your Nature, pri- 
a, ute, cloſe, ha; F751 a 
eres 7 E R E M 1. : 7 4 

O Sir, for that, Sir, *tis my Chief Talent; I'm as ſecret 
u the Head of- Nilav. | 

Denn 
Ay? Who's he, tho“? A Privy-Counſellor? 


ER ; 142 ER ET T. 3 
O Ignorance! ¶ Aſide.] A cunning Zgyptian, Sir, that 
with his Arms would oyet-run: the Coulary, yet no Bo- 


dy could ever find out his. Head-Quarters, 
TATTLE. 
Cloſe 


ole Dog! A good Whoremaſter, I warrant him 
ent, the time draws nigh, Jeremy. Angelica will be veii'd like 
u- : Nun; and I muſt be h like a Friar; ha, Jeremy? 
has 6 FEREM Y. 
e. A, Sir, hooded like a Hawk, to ſeize at firſt Sight 
Non the Quarry, It is the Whim of my Maſter's Mad- 
eels to be o dreſs d; and ſhe is fo in Love with rig 
R 


Fd 
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ſhe'll comply with any Thing to pleaſe him: Poor La- 
dy, I'm ſure ſhe'll have Reaſon to pray for me, when  , 
ſhe finds what a happy Exchange ſhe has made, between 
a Madman and ſo accompliſh'd a Gentleman. + 
| 5 1 * rl | | 
y Faith, fo ſhe will, Feremy: You're a Friend 
to her, poor Creature 45 I foqucr I 0 hardy ſo 
much in conſideration of my ſelf, as Compaſſion to her. 
EE. : 
'Tis an Act of Charity, Sir, to ſave a fine Woman 
with thirty thouſand Pound, from throwing her ſelf away, i ( 


So *tis, faith I might have ſav d ſeveral others in 
my time, but Gad I could never find in my Heart to 
marry any Body before. | | 

1 þ EREMY. 
Well, Sir, I'll go and tell her my Maſter's coming; 
and meet you jn half a Quarter of an Hour, with your 
Diſguiſe, at your own wa e s. You muſt talk a little 
madly » ſhe won't diſtingui the Tone of your Voice. 
g 5 e 

No, no, let me alone for a Counterfeit ; II 

be ready for u. 2 


= 


3 
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SCENE IV. 
TartLE, Miß PR uk. 


Miſs PR UE. IN 
Mr. Turtle, are you here! I'm glad I have found you 
I have been looking up and down for you like any 
thing, till I'm as tired as any thing in the World. 
| TATTLE. | | 
O Pox how ſhall I get rid of this fooliſh Girl? [4d 
| Miſs PRUE. 4 
Ol have pure News, I can tell you pure News —1 
mult not marry the Seaman no. my Father = 


O Tom 8 > => o 


Jo 
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hen I ©, Why won't you be my Husband? You ſay you love 
cen i me, and you won't be my Husband. And iI know you 
may be my Husband now if you pleaſe. 
- 7 "WEIS. 


end O fie, Miſs: Who told you ſo, Child? 

y ſo | Miſs PRUE. 

her.] Why, my Father — I told him that you lov'd me. 
TATTLE. 


man W O fie, Miſs, why did you do ſo? And who told you 
Va. , Child? | 


; | Miſs PRUE, 
rs in Who? Why you did; did not you? 
rt to x IF & thr of of © 


O Pox, that was yeſterday, Miſs; that was a preat 
; while ago, Child. I have been aſleep ſince; ſlept a whole 
ung; Night, and did not fo much as dream of the Matter. 


your | Miſs PRUE. 
little Pſhaw, O but I dreamt that it was ſo tho! 
rr "5 bw +9 Wh 
Ay, but your Father will tell you that Dreams come 
— II by Contraries, Child O fie; what, we muſt not 


love one another now=———Pſhaw, that would be a 
fooliſh thing indeed — Fie, fie, you're a Woman now, 
and muſt think of a new Man every Morning, and for- 

et him every Night No, no, to marry is to 
be a Child again, and play with the ſame Rattle always: 
© fie, marry ing is a pa thing. x 


| Miſs P RUE. 
Well, but don't you love me as well as you did laſt 
Night then? | - 
d you; TATTLE. 
re an] No, no, Child, you would not have me. 
Miſs P RUE. 
No? Yes but I would tho'. 
1417411 


Pſhaw, but I tell you, you would not — You forget 
you're a Woman, and don't know your own Mind. 
Miſs PRUE. 
But here's my Father, and he knows my Mind. 
5 SCENE 


Lo vr fL oer. 
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SCEN,E V. 
[To them] FORESIGHT. 


. | FORESIGHT. 

Mr. Tattle, your Servant, ycu are a cloſe Man; but 

methinks your Love to my Daughter was à Secret 

I might have — truſted with, ——— Or had you a 

Mind to try if I could diſcover it by my Art ——— 

hum, ha! I think there is ſomething in your Phyſſogno- 

my, thai wu... e ſemblance of her; and the Girl is like me. 
82 TATTL E. 

And fo you wr. infer, that you and I are alike — 

what does the ole. tig mean? Tl] banter him, and laugh 

at him, and leave him. [ Aſide ] I fancy you have > a won 


Notion of Faces. to kn 
 FORESFGHT. ſecret 

How? What? 4,yrong Notion! How ſo? | now, 
ITATTLE. | 50 

In the way of Azi,; | have ſome taking Features, not I There 
obvious to vol ar Fes; that are Indications of a ſudden = 
turn of ern, i in the Lottery of Wives; and pro- © © 


miſe a great Beauty d great Fortune reſerved alone for 
me, by a private Intr ue of Deſtiny, kept ſecret from 
the piercing Eye of : :rſpicuity from. all , 
an the Stars themſelves. 
FORESIGHT. 

How! 1 will make it appear, that what you fay is im- 
poſſible. 


rn. 
Sir, I beg your Pardon, I'm in haſte —— 
FORESIGHT. 21 
For what? | 5 ©) 
TATTLE. 8 
To be marry'd, Sir, marry d. | M 
FORESIGHT. hs a 


Ay, but pray take me along with you, — 


MN 


} 
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14771 E. 

No, Sir; tis to be done privately —— I never make 

Confidents. | 


ö 


FORESIGHT. | 

Well; but my Conſent, I mean —— You won't marry 
my Daughter without my Conſent ? 

TATTLE. 

Who I, Sir? I'm an abſolute Stranger to you and your 
Daughter, Sir. 2 
FORESIGHT. a 

Hey day! What time of the Moan is this? 

| TATTLEE. N 

Very true, Sir, and defire to continue ſo. I have no 
more Love for your Daughter, than | Mve Likeneſs of 
you; and I have a Secret in my Heart, which you wou'd 
ee glad to know, and ſhan't know and yer you ſhall 
no it too, and be ſorry for't afterwards. Pd have you 
8 to know, Sir, that I am as knowing as the Stars, and as 

ſecret as the Night. And l'm going to be married juſt 
now, yet did not know of it half an Hour ago; and the 
Lady ſays for me, and doe not hn of it yet 


„ rberes 4 ry for you; - know: you love to 
\ autie Difficulties. r if yo:/ m't lolve this; ſtay 
„ bere a Quarter of an Hour, and I' dome and explain it 
% yo. f 

, OE CH IE SIT; "> "UG RE. & 


S GENE VI. 
ForEs1GHT, Miſt PRUE, 


Miſs PRUE. | 
O Father, why will you let him go? Won't yon make 
him to be my Husband? . 
t FORESIGHT. <P 
Mercy on us, what do theſe Lunacics portend ? Alas! 
he's mad, Child, ſtark Wild, ; Bf 
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Miſs P RUE. 5 
- What, and muſt not I have cer a Husband then) 


What, muſt I go to Bed to Nurſe again, and be a Chill Re 
as long as ſhe's an old Woman? Indeed but I won't ©; 
For now my Mind is ſet upon a Man, I will have a Mx 

ſome way or other. Oh! methinks I'm ſick when I think | 
of a Man; and if I can't have one, I wou'd go to fleerffl fro 


all my Life: For when I'm awake it makes me wiſh and 

long, and I don't know for what And I'd rather be 

always aſleep, than ſick with thinking. 
FORESIGHT. 

O fearful! I think the Girls influenc'd too, 
Hufſy, you ſhall have a Rod. | 
Miſs PRUE. 

A Fiddle of a Rod, III have a Husband; and if 70 
won't get me one, I'll get one for my ſelf: I'll marry ou 
Robin the Butler, he ſays he loves me, and he's a hand 
ſome Man, and ſhall be my Husband: I warrant he'll 
my Husband, and thank me too, for he told me fo, - E 


. 
m 
4 
- 
. - 
- = 
7 
. 1 
. 
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nn ci” SCENE VII. 85 ; v 
[To them] SCANDAL, Mrs. FoRESIGEHT, nd NuRs! 

E N 2 M 

1D” be i diſpatch him fort preſent} 1, 


Rogue ! Oh, Nurſe, come hither. 
. NURSE, . 
What is your Worſhip's Pleaſure? # 
FORESIGHT. 

Here take your young Miſtreſs, and lock her up p 
ſently, till farther Orders from me not a Wort 
Huſſy— Do what I bid you. No Reply: away. A 
bid Robin make ready to give an Account of his Plate an we 
Linnen, d'ye hear. Be gone when I bid you, 

Mrs. FORESIGHT. - ny Na 

What's the Matter, Husband? .. _ make 
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FORESIGHT. | 
Tis not convenient to tell _= now —— Mr, Scandal, 
Heay'n keep us all in our Senſes l fear there is a 


contagious Frenzy abroad, How does Valentine? 
SCAND AL. 
O, T hope he will do well again have a Meſſage 
from him to your Neice Angelica. 
FORESIGHT. 
I think' ſhe has not return'd,. ſince ſhe went abroad 
with Sir Sampſon. Nurſe, why are you not gone? 


you SCENE VII. 


1 Mrs. FORESIGHT. - W 
ERE's Mr. Benfamia, he can tell us if his Father be 
come home. 3 


BEN. 
Who, Father? ay, he's come home with a Vengeance. 
Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Why, what's the Matter? 
B E N. 
Matter! Why he's mad. 
FORESIGHT. 
UY Mercy on us! I was afraid of this. 
BEN. | 
And there's the handſome young Woman, ſhe, as they 
fay, Brother Val. went mad for, ſhe's mad too, I think. 
FORESIGHT. 
my om Neice! my poor Neice ! is ſhe gone tos? 
ra weh, Pan run mad * 22 | 123 
An Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
oY Well, but how mad? how d'ye mean? 
B E N. 
Nay, Tl! give you leave to gueſs — I'll undertake to 
make a Voyage to Antegoa No, I mayn't ſay fo 
A vor, I. — 8 neithes 


2 


FoRESIGHT, SEANDAL, N.. Fon zs oHT, Bin, 
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neither——Byt I'll fail as far as Leghorn, and back again, 
before you ſhall at the Matter, and do nothing elſe; 


Meſs, you may take in all the Points of the Compaſs, 

and not hit right. 

Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

Your Experiment will take up a little too much time, 
B E N. 

Why then T'il tell you; there's a new Wedding upon 


the Stocks, and they two are going to be married to rights, 


SCAND AL. - 
Who? 
Ns B E N. | 
Why Father, and — the young Woman. I-can't hit 
of her Name. 


Angelica ? 


SCANDAL. 


B E N. 
Ay, the ſame. 
Mrs, FORESIGHT. 

Sir Sampſon and Angelica? impoſſible! 

B E N. | 

That may be — but I'm ſure it is as I tell you. 

| SCAND A L. 
*Sdeath, it's a Jeſt. I can't believe it. 
B E N. 

Look you, Friend, it's nothing to me, whether you 
believe it or no. What I day is true; d'ye ſee, they are 
married, or juſt going to be married, I know not which, 

| FORESIGHT. 

Well, but they are not mad, that is, not Lunatick ? 

| B E N. « 

don't know what you may call Madneſs —— But he's 
mad for a Husband, and he's horn mad, I think, or they'd 
ne'er make a Match together——Here they come. 


SCENE 


SCENE IX. 


[To them] Sir SAMPSON, ANGELICA, BUCKRAM. 
VW/ HERE is this old Soothſayer? this Uncle of mine 

ele&t? A ha, old Foreſight, Uncle Foreſighe, wiſh 
me Joy, Uncle Foreſight, double Joy, both as Uncle and 
A{trologer; here's a Conjun&tion that was not foretold in 
al your Ephemeri; — The brighteſt Star in the blue Fir- 
mament is ſhot from above, in a Felly of Love, and ſo 
forth; and I'm Lord of the Aſcendant. Odd, you're an 
old Fellow, Foreſight; Uncle I. mean, a very old Fel- 
low, Uncle Foreſight; and yet you ſhall live to dance at 
my Wedding; faith and troth you ſhall, Odd, we'll have 


Sr SAMPSON. 


the Mufick of the Spheres for thee, old Lilly, that we 


will, and thou ſhalt lead up a Dance in Va Ladtea. 
FORESIGHT. © 
I'm Thunder»ſtruck! You are not married to my, 
Neice? . | 
Sir SAMPSON. 
Not abſolutely marry'd, Uncle; but very near it, with- 
in a Kiſs of the Matter, as you ſee. [Kiſſes Angelica. 
ANGELIC A. 


ther, and give me. | 
Sir S AMPS O. N. 

That he ſhall, or Fl! burn his Globes Body o'me, 
he ſhall be thy Father, I'll make him thy Father, and thou 
ſhalt make me a Father, and I'll make thee a Mother, and 
we'll beget Sons and Daughters enough to put the week- 
ly Bills out of Countenance, 

SCAND AL. 

Death and Hell! Where's Valentine. 


8 2 SCENE 


ch. Tis very true indeed, Uncle; I hope you'll be my Fa- 


SCENE. X. 


Sir S AMrs on, ANGELICA, FORESIGHT, Mr.. on 
SIGHT, BEN, BUck RAM. | 


| Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
＋ HIS is fo furprifng— 

SIrSAMPSON. 

How! What does my Aunt fay? Surprifing, Aunt? 
Not at all, for a young Couple to make a Match in Win- 
ter? Not at all— It's a Plot to-undermine cold Weather; 
and deſtroy that Uſurper of a Bed call'd a Warming-Pan. 

Mrs. FORESIGHT. | 
Pm glad to hear you have fo much Fize in you, Sir 


Sampſon: 
B EN. 


Meſs, I fear his Fire's little better then Tinder; may 
hap it will only ſerve to light up a Match for ſome Body 
ale. The young Woman's a handfom young Woman, 
I can't deny it: But, Father, if I might be your Pilot-im-this 
Caſc, you ſhould not marry her. It's juſt the fame thing, 
as if ſo be you ſhould fail fo far as the iets wichout 

Proviſion. 
* Sir 2 MPSON, & 
| Who gave you Authority to ſpeak, Sirrah? To your 
—ͤ—ö — Fiſh, and to Sea, rule your Helm, 
Sirrah, dont direct me. 
B E N. . 
Well, well, take you care of your own Helm, or you 
mayn't keep your new Veſſel ſteady. 
Sir S AMPSON. 

Why, you impudent Tarpaulin! Sirrah, do you bring 
your 1 upon your Father? But I ſhall be e 
ven with you, I wont give you a Groat. Mr. Buckr« 
is the Conveyance ſo worded, that nothing can —— 

cent 
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deſcend to this Scoundrel? I would not ſo much as have 
him have the Proſpect of an Eſtate; tho' there were no 
way to come to it, but by the North-Eaſt Paſſage, 

| BUCKRAM. 

Sir, it is drawn according to your Directions; there is 
not the leaſt Cranny of the Law unſtopt. 

3. E N. 

Lawyer, I believe there's many a Cranny and Leak un- 
ſtopt in your Conſcience — If ſo be that one had a Pum 
to your Boſom, I believe we ſhou'd diſcover a foul Hold. 
They ſay a Witch will fail in a Sieve But I belicve 


che Devil wou'd not venture aboard o'your Conſcience. . 
And that's for you. 
Sir SAMPSON. 
Hold your Tongue, Sirrah. How now, who's here? 


f [To them] TATTLE, and Mrs, FRAIL, 
2 Mrs. FR AI Z. 

" O Siſter, the moſt unlucky Accident. 

ut Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

What's the Matter ? 

TMTTSD©: 

O, the two moft unfortunate poor Creatures in the * 
m, World we are. 
FORESIGHT. 

Bleſs us! How ſo? 

Mrs. FRA II. 

Ah Mr. Tattle and I, poor Mr. Taitle and I are I 
can't ſpeak it out. | (24 

E . 
Nor 1 — hut poer Mrs. Frail and J are 
Mrs. FR AIL, : 
Married, 


77 
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Mrs. FORESIGHT. 
Married! How ? 4 * 
TATTLE. 
Suddenly —— before we knew where we were that 
Villain Feremy, by the help of Diſguiſes, trickt us into 


one another. 
FORESIGHT. 


to be married. 
ANGELICA. | 
But I believe Mr. Tattle meant the Favour to me, I 
thank him. 


N | TATTEE. 
I did, as I hope to be fav'd, Madam; my Intentions 
were good — But this is the moſt cruel thing, to marry 
one does not know how, nor why, nor wherefore — 
The Devil take me if ever I was ſo much concern'd at 
any thing in my Life. 
; _ }MN@GEEFCAL. : 
Tis very unhappy, if you don't care far one another. 
THATSEDT 

ö The leaſt in the World — That is for my Part, I ſpeak 
i for my ſelf. Gad, I never had the leaſt Thought of ſa- 
i rious Kindneſs — I never lik'd Body leſs in my Life. 
Poor Woman! Gad I'm ſo * too; for I have no 
Reaſon to hate her neither; but I believe I ſhall lead her a 
damn d fart ofa Life. 
} : Mrs. FORESIGHT. 

He's better than no Hugbang at all tho he's a Cox- 
"comb. | {To Frail. 

Mrs FR ATI L ia ber. 

Ay, ay, it's well it's no worſe — Nay, for my part! 
always deſpiſed Mr. Tattle of all things; nothing but his 
beipg my Husband could have made me like him leſs. 

TATTLI. 9% 
Look you there, I thought as much———Pox ont, | 
wiſh we could keep it ſecret; why 1 don't believe any of 
this Company wou'd ſpeak of it., * 
| $, 


Why, you told me juſt now, you went hence in haſte 
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Mrs. F RAIL. 

But, my Dear, that's impoſſible; the Parſon and that 

Rogue * will publiſh it. | 
© £6.47 I * 

Ay, my Dear, fo they will, as you ſay. 
ANGELIC 4. : 

O you'll agree ; . Cuſtom will 
make it caſte to you, | 
TATTLE. 

Eaſe! Pox on't, I don't Wage f ae Ber to Night, 

bs! No, why you would not flat 

» Quotha! No, why you not 0 
— 4 ight? I'm an older Fellow than you, Tad 
; If don't mean to ſleep. 


B E N. 
Why there's another Match now, as tho'f a INE of 
t Privateers were — Low a Prize, and ſhould fall foul 
of one another. for the young Man with all 
my Heart. 3 00 riend, if I may adviſe you, 
when ſhe's going, 25 that you muſt expect, I have Ex- 
perience of her, when the's ing g, let her go. Fer 
no Matrimony i is tough enough to hold her, and if ſhe 
can't drag her Anchor a "Sith her, fhe'l] break her 
Cable, I can tell you that.— Who's here? the Madman? 


Rez 
( L | 


— FL „ iy -» 
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enen 


SCENE The Loft. 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL, Sir SAMPSON, Axe 11 
ca, FortsiGuT, Mrs. FORkS1GHT, TATTTII, 
1 Mrs, FRAIL, BEN, JEREMY, BUCKRAM. 


VALENTINE. : 
No; here's the Fool; and if Occaſion de, in give ie 
under my Hand. 
sir S AMPSON 
How now ? 


rs, ; LIN. 


2 — 
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VALENTINE. 
Sir, I'm come to acknowledge my Errors, and ask 
your Pardon. | 
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Sir S AMP SON. 
What, have you found your Senſes at laſt then? In 


time, Sir. 
—_ VALENTINE. 
You were abus d, Sir; I never was diſtracted. 
FORESIGHT. 
How! Not mad! Mr. Scandal? 
SCAND AL. | 
No really, Sir; I'm his Witneſs, it was all Coun- 
terfeit. 
VALENTINE. 
I thought I had Reaſons —— But it was a poor Con- 
trivance, the Effect has ſhewn it ſuch. 
Sir SAMSON. | 
Contrivance! what, to cheat me? to cheat your Father! 
Sirrah, could you hope to proſper ? 
VALENTINE. y 
Indeed, I thought, Sir, when. the Father endeavoured 
to undo the Son, it was a reaſonable return of Nature. 
Very good, Sir Mr. Buckram, are you ready? 
Come, Sir, will you ſign and ſeal? | 
VALENTINE. 
If you pleaſe, Sir; but firſt I would ask this Lady one 


Queſtion. 
Sir SAMPSON. 
Sir, you muſt ask me leave firſt: That Lady? No, Sir; 
ou ſhall ask that Lady no Queſtions, *ti} you baye ask d 
ker Bleſſing, Sir; that Lady is to be my Wife. 
VALENTINE. | 
I have heard as much, Sir; but I wou'd have it from 
her own Mouth. 
Sir SAMPSON, | 
That's as much as to ſay, I lie, Sir, and yon don't be- 
leye what I fa. * | 
„ ALIN. 


101 


Sir! 
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VALENTINE. 
Pardon me, Sir. But I reflect that I very lately coun- 


terfeited Madneſs; I don't know but the Frolick may go 


round, | 
Sir SAMPSON. 


Come, Chuck, fatisfie him, anſwer him; — Come, 
Mr. Buc tram, the Pen and Ink. 
BUCKRAM. 
Here it is, Sir, with the Deed; all is ready. 
| [Val. goes to Ang. 
ANGELICA. 


Tis true, you have a great while pretended Love to 


me; nay, what if you were ſincere? Still you muſt par- 


don me, if I think my own Inclinations have a better 


Right to diſpoſe of my Perſon, than yours. 


Sir SAMSON. 
Are you anſwer d now, Sir? 

VALENTINE, 
Les, Sir. 

Sir SAHAPSON, 


Where's your Plot, Sir? and your Contrivance now, 
Sir? Will you ſign, Sir? Come, will you ſign and {cal? 
VALENTINE. 
Wich all my Heart, Sir. 
SCAND AL 
'Sdeath, you are not mad indeed, to ruin your ſelf? 
I have been FE hobo oy Hope; and he 
ppointed of my ; 
that loſes Hope png bo + I 
lu d Fortune, but as it was ſubſervieat to my Pleaſure ; 
my only Pleaſure was to pleaſe 
many vain Attempts, and find at laſt that nothing 
my Ruin can effect it: Which, for that Reaſon, I 
ANGELIC A. | 
Generous Valentine ! [Aſide. 
BUCKR AM 
Here is the Deed, Sir. 


this Lady: I have made 


m4 ** 23 = 
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| . VALENTINE. . 

Bros where is the Bond, by which I am obliged to ſigu 

; ©. BUCRKR AM: -iY ; 

| Sir Sampſon, you have it. 8 ä 

| ANGELICA. ' 

| No, I have it; and I'll uſe it, as I wou d every thing | 

| that is an Enemy to Valentine. [Tears the Paper. + 

| Sir SAMPSON, 23 ans 

| How now ! deb 

| V A L E NT4NE. 

| Ha! | {1 
ANGELICA. Mi 


 Had'I the World to give you, it coud not make me nor 

worthy of ſo generous and faithful a Paſſion: Here's my vit 
Hand, my Heart was always yours, and ſtruggled very 

hard to make this utmoſt Tryal of your Virtue, [To Val. - 

VALENTINE. . 

Between Pleaſure and Amazement, I am loſt — But 


on my Knees I take the Blefling. ot 
| Sir SAMPSON. | I 
Oons, what is the Meaning of this? 8 we 
| B E N. 
Meſs here's the Wind chang'd again. Father, you and on 
I may make a Voyage together now. 
| ANGELIC 4A. þ 


Well, Sir Sampſon, fince I have plaid you a Trick, II nd 
adviſe you how you may avoid ſuch another. Learn to 
be a good Father, or you'll never get a ſecond Wife. I C 
always lov'd your Son, and hated your — Na- 
ture. I was reſolv d to try him to tha utmoſt; I have I 
try'd you too, and know you both. You have not more ¶ neſz 
Faults than he has Virtues; and 'tis hardly more Pleaſure to 4 
to me, that I can make him and my ſelf happy, than that 


J can puniſn you. P 
5 VALENTINE: | 3 a. 
If my Happineſs cou'd receive Addition, this kind Sur» diſti 
priſe wou'd, make it double. | vou 
d — 


PRs 


N Sir SAMPSON. 
Oons you're a Crocodile. % 
FORESIGHT. ++ 

Really, Sir Sampſon, this is a ſudden Eclipſe.” 

| Sir SAMPSON. 

You're an illiterate old Fool, and I'm another. 

TAT TTL E. 

If the Gentleman is in Diſorder for want of a Wife, I 
can ſpare him mine. Oh are you there, Sir? I'm in- 
debted to you for my Happinels. Io Jereimy. 

7 E RARE MN at on 

Sir, I ask you ten thouſand Pardons, 'twas an errant 
Miſtake=———You ſee, Sir, my Maſter was never mad, 
ar” any thing like it — Then how cou'd it be other- 
wiſe? | 

VALENTINE. | | 

Tattle, T thank you; you would have interpoſed be 
tween me and Heay'n; but Providence laid Purgatory in 
your way—— You have but Juſtice. _ 

SCAND AL. | 

I hear the Fiddles that Sir Sampſon provided for his own 
Wedding; methinks tis pity they ſhou'd not be employ'd 
when the Match is ſo much mended. Valentine, tho it 
be Morning, we may have a Dance. 

VALENTINE. 5 

Any thing, my Friend, every thing that looks like Joy 

and Tranſport. Wa 


SCAND AI. 

Call em, Jeremy. 

anz 

I have done diſſe bling now, Valentine ; and if that Cold- 
neſs which I have always worn before you ſhould turn 
to an extream Fondneſs, you muſt not ſuſpect it. 

VALENTINE, 

I prevent that Suſpicion For I intend to doat to 
that immoderate Degree, that your Fondneſs ſhall never 
diſtinguiſh it ſelf enough to be taken Notice of. If ever 
= cem to love tos much, it muſt be only when I can't 

ve enough, ANGE- 
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— — - ww — — 
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3 Well, Madam, you have done 


but fevy have the Conſtancy 


= ..* 
+ 
, 


4 Fe E'L IC. 
Have a care of Promiſes; you know are apt t 
run more in Debt than you wb able to _ Wy 
Hou VALENTINE. 
Therefore I yield my Body as your Priſoner, and make 


your beſt oft. 
SCAND AL. 


The Muſick ſtays for you. [Danee, 
| SCANDAL, | 


exemplary in pu- 
— inhuman Father, and rewarding a faithful 15 
ver: there is a third good Work, wick I, in parti. 
cular, muſt thank you for; I was an Iufidel to your Sex, 
and you have converted me For now | am convine'd 
that all Women are not like Fortune, blind in beſtowing 
Favours, either on thoſe who do not merit, or who do 


not want em. 7 
| ANGELICA. | 

Tis an unreaſonable Accuſation, that you lay-upon our 
Sex: You tax us with Injuſtice, only-to cover your own 
want of Merit, Vou would all have the-Revrned of Love; 
to ſtay till it becomes your 
due. Men are generally Hypocrites and Infidels, they pre- 
tend to worſhip, but have neither Zeal nor Faith: How 
few, like Valentine, would perſeyere even to Martyrdom, 


aud facrifire their Intereſt to their Conſtancy ! In admi- 
ring me, you miſplace the Novelty. 


The Miracle to Day is, that we find 
A Lover true: Not that a Hen ki 


PT AT, 
PE Y 25 E. VM 


F IN: 
The End of the Firſt Volume. 


